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Dr. Lin, world-famous phi- 
losopher, is the author of 
The Importance of Living 
and other widely read works 
in both Chinese and English. 


IN THE HAND OF LIN YUTANG 
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= every language — on every continent — people of note write with This pen alone is designed for satisfactory use with Parker Superchrome 


Parker “51”. Truly, all the world cherishes this writing instrument. Ink that dries as it writes! (It can, of course, also use ordinary ink.) 


See the “51” today. Colours: Black, Blue Cedar, Dove Gray. Gold 
Cap Pen — $18.00; Gold Cap Pencil — $9.00; Gold Cap Set — $27.00; 
Lustraloy Cap Pen — $15.00; Lustraloy Cap Pencil — $6.00; Lustraloy 
Cap Set — $21.00. 

PARKER PEN CO., LTD., TORONTO, CANADA 


Here is a pen fashioned patiently to the highest standards of precision 
—pnever hurriedly turned out. Its unique tubular point — hooded 
against air, dirt and damage —starts on the instant. Writes smoothly and 
with swift, sure ease. For the tip of the “51” is a ball of micro-polished 


Osmiridium — the most-corrosion-proof metal known — fused to 14K 


gold. 


The precision-fit cap slips on — locks securely without twisting. The ee 99 
51's patented filler is safely concealed within the gleaming barrel. p | ; | 
705 


ara sla taal 


Le a SPN 





aC i 








PREPARED BY THE MAKERS OF FLEISCHMANN'S YEAST AS A CONTRIBUTION 


Breap rings the dinner bell at 
every meal... for when the bread’s put 
on the table, it’s “‘time to eat”! 

Canada’s bakers are making such 
fine-textured, fine-tasting bread for 
your table today. It is bread you can 
take pride in cutting attractively, then 
serving on your prettiest plates. 

And the bread you buy from your 


baker is important nourishing food— 
full of energy-stamina that stays by 
you, plus protein for muscle. building 
and tissue repair. s 

Start now to use baker’s bread at 
every meal—plain, toasted, cubed, as a 
stretcher for other foods! 
isn’t ready until you put the bread on 
the table. 


Your meal 





TO 
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Dinner for two—with Wedgwoods’ lovely Hampton Court 
china—and bread in the spotlight on a Sheffield tray. 


T ead ON THE TABLE 


...-LHE MEAL IS READY! 





BUY BAKER'S BREAD 


Thanks to your Baker—you can 
easily serve the finest bread that 
can be made today. His baking skill, 
his modern equipment and methods, 
the fine ingredients he uses give you 


bread that is unequalled in whole- 





someness and delicious flavor. 


THE ADVANCEMENT OF NATIONAL HEALTH 
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Make Listerine Antiseptic a Part of Your Regular 
Hair-Washing Routine as so Many Fastidious Women Do. 


HEY know...and sodo you... 

that dandruff is a constant threat 

. that its ugly flakes and scales can 
rob hair of its beauty, and affect the 
health of the scalp. 


And they know also that Listerine 
Antiseptic . . . famous for over 60 years 
in the field of oral hygiene. . . is a won- 
derful precaution. 


You simply douse Listerine Antisep- 
tic on the scalp and hair and follow it 
with vigorous fingertip massage for a 
few minutes. That’s all there is to it. 


How wonderfully clean and cool your 
scalp feels! How wonderfully fresh 
your hair looks! How quickly ugly 
flakes and scales begin to disappear! 
And, most important of all... 


Kills “Bottle Bacillus” 


Listerine Antiseptic kills millions of 
germs associated with dandruff includ- 





The “Bottle Bacillus” 
(Pityrosporum ovale) 





ing the stubborn “bottle bacillus” 
(Pityrosporum ovale). 


Don’t try to whip this stubborn in- 
vader with lotions and messy salves 
devoid of germ-killing power. Attack it 
with Listerine Antiseptic and its germ- 
killing action. 

Use it Regularly 
For your own protection, and that of 
your husband and your children, use 
Listerine Antiseptic regularly every time 
hair is washed. It’s a delightful habit 
that helps people to Jook their best. 


If dandruff should get a head start, 
increase the treatment to twice a day 
which usually brings prompt improve- 
ment... . in a Clinical test it brought 
marked improvement to 76% of dan- 
druff sufferers within a month. 


LAMBERT PHARMACAL CO. (Canada) Ltd. 


LISTERINE ANTISEPTIC for DANDRUFF 


Made in Canada 





Foreword and Footnotes 





Meet a Poet 


IT HAS been said that almost every 
Canadian has a secret hankering to 
express himself in verse. From banker 
to schoolgirl, it seems, there’s an urge 
to rhyme bough and thou, furl’d and 
world, travel and cavil; to capture a 
fragment of thought in a sonnet, or 
shape one’s innermost emotions to the 
hard conventions of a strophe. 

The dozens of poems which spill from 
Chatelaine’s mailbag practically every 
day testify to the popularity of this form 
of expression. Because only a few can 
be chosen, selection is sometimes a 
difficult responsibility, yet in the case 
of R. H. Grenville, whose verse first 
fluttered to the editors’ desks about two 
years ago, the decision was immediate. 
Since that time many of her poems have 
appeared in this magazine—some of 
them widely reprinted—but it wasn’t 
until a few weeks ago that we were able 
to prevail upon the author to give us 
some biographical facts, and a photo- 
graph (herewith). In private life she is 
Mrs. F. E. Rowley of Victoria, B.C., 
mother of two small children, one at 
school and the other almost! Born in 
Kent, England, she came to Canada at 
the age of eight, grew up in Manitoba, 


Fun and/or Mystery 


® 
% 
' 


t. 





moved to British Columbia in 1934, 
Her first published work came out in the 
Winnipeg Free Press when she was 15; 
from then till now she has been produc- 
ing steadily. 

Her new poem, “ Reproach,” appears 
on page 34, 





THREE CANADIAN fictioneers new to Chatelaine’s pages are presented, 


with understandable pride, in this issue. 
answer to that fascinating question, ‘ 


Lorna Francis who seeks an 
he 


“What Is Love Anyway?” (page 20), 


is a native of Hamilton, Ont., where she still lives, and somehow finds 


time for her typewriter while managing a home for herself, her husband 


and her teen-aged son. 


Allan Sangster is the second newcomer, represented with his murder 
mystery, “Commentary on Death” (page 18). The crime fans of Chate- 
laine staff believe he’s dreamed up a brand-new method of bumping off 
a victim—and that, in this day of who-dunits by the cartload, requires 
considerable ingenuity and technical knowledge. 
having been a passionate tinkerer with engines, radio innards, stage 
lighting, ete., since but a boy and having also achieved distinction in 
He lives in Toronto, 


the field of photography. 


Sangster has both, 
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For the third of our new short story writers, see below. 


Pioneer Project 


WHEN JOAN HUNTLEY’S fine 
story, “The Hearthstone” (page 
24), was received, all hands turned 
to, in genuine co-operative spirit, 
to give it worthy presentation. 
Jack Bush, the illustrator, spent 
hours of research on such matters 
as Muddy York topography and 
at what angle a Rangers’ veteran 
of 150 years ago would be likely 
to wear his headdress. Francis 
Crack, Chatelaine’s art director, 
manoeuvred the position of the 
pages to ensure a lively red for 
those autumn sumacs. And when 
Miss Huntley called at the office 
one midsummer morning, there 
was the “spread” ready for the 
printers, and there too, as you see, 
was Francis, all agog to showit off. £ 
“The Hearthstone” is Joan 
Huntley’s first published short story, 
but Chatelaine editors have every hope 
there will be others. After two years’ 
hard work on a novel, “And the Rock 





Cried Out,” soon to be published, this 
Toronto author looks forward ‘to hav- 
ing more time for exploring the maga- 
zine field. 














TN THE TRAVEL CASES OF 
THE NATIONS WOMEN 


AND YOU'LL FIND WELL~GROOMED 
WOMEN PREFER WELGROOM COMBS 


Yes... well-groomed women 
every where—women who know 
the importance to personal 
attractiveness of keeping hair 
immaculate always — prefer 
“Welgroom” Combs because 
they are designed for smooth, 
easy combing. ‘“Welgroom’s” 
accurately spaced long teeth are 
rounded to prevent scalp injury. 
And they are made of smooth, 
durable, long-lasting, easy-to- 
keep-clean plastics. 


“Welgroom,”’ the favorite 
comb of Canadian women, 
offers many styles for every hair- 
care requirement. Sizes for 
your dresser and purse—curl 
and handle combs to make 
arranging your hair-do a plea- 
sure. And a range of vibrant 
colors to match your reom or 
costume accessories. 





“Welgroom” 
Combs at 5c & 
10c Stores, Notion 
Counters and Drug Stores. 


Pha e Pew eeee eeeeeeee Terre eeereeeeeeer ergy . 


Made in Canada by the makers of “Goody” 


Gurlers, Wave Clips, Grip-Fast Combs 
and Barrettes. «a 





Mothers 
(ry Alone 


YOUNG Canadian mother spoke for all mothers in the 
July Chatelaine when she wrote on war as it affected 
her most deeply—the fear of losing her sons. 

““My two sons may die in the next war,” she said. 

“There are more mothers in the world than members 

of any other occupation . . . Altogether they could raise 
such a cry against war as would drown out all other sounds. 
But each mother cries alone in her own little wilderness.” 

Peace is a woman’s business. War destroys everything 
she creates: home, family, civilization. Women work with 
incredible courage, imagination and energy for war. How 
can they be mobilized to work for peace? Is it possible to 
make the struggle for peace as personal and dynamic as the 
struggle for victory? 

Surely the biggest task facing women today is an attempt 
to find a way to do this. tt 

Women have always been the natural protectogs, of the 
human race. Somehow we've got to find a way. to learn 
the hopelessness of being fiercely protective of our own sons 
and daughters, yet refusing to use our strengths as women 
to try and save them from the destruction of war. 

Our present approach to the problem of getting women 
to use their strength for peace, as they do for war, is weak- 
kneed, wishy-washy. Most of it seems to centre around dull 
talks by badly prepared speakers, pamphlets which none 
want to read; vague challenges toward vaguer objectives. 

One reason for this feeble approach, of course, is the fact 
that no one really cares enough to try and do something 
about it. The big reason for this is a sense of hopelessness. 
What good can any individual, group, or nation, do? Because 
of this defeatist attitude a cynical disregard of what might 
be achieved is the average attitude. 


WOMEN COULD be the biggest single factor in Canada 
for making every woman understand that peace is her job. 

This job should be the Number One item on every agenda 
of every organization reassembling this September for a new 
season’s work. Every other responsibility‘and project would 
dovetail. 

Men and women who really ¢are should undertake the 
job of making the vague intangibles of »eace homespun and 
familiar to the thousands of women who meet each month. 

Information is available; all kinds of it. But it will not 
come to life until our native imagination, interest, and 
creative ability take hold and interpret it in everyday 
language. 

The struggle for good will and understanding between the 
peoples of the world; the struggle against ignorance, prejudice 
and superstition; the struggle against apathy and stupidity, 
is as fierce as any struggle for any victory. 

The big thing is not to be afraid of failing. We should 
fight in peace, as we fight in war—doggedly, courageously— 
perhaps even despairingly. 


ABOVE ALL, Canadian women have a very special responsi- 
bility for making the study of peace and its problems their 
prime responsibility. We are in the spotlight not only for 
what we accomplished during the war, but for our oppor- 
tunities for progress today. We are not as tired as the 
women of Britain. Our relationships are not as complicated 
as those of the United States. Whatever effort we make 
will be watched by the women of other nations. If we 
succeed, they will follow. 

If we really care, we will do everything in our power to 
show them, as well as ourselves, that crying alone will never 
stop our tears. 
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THAT'S WHY well-groomed women 
everywhere rely on “Goody” Grip- 
Fast Combs to keep their hair 
always neat, always attractive. 
Because of their specially designed 
flexible teeth, ““Goody” Grip-Fast 
Combs hold hair securely and stay 
in place all day .. . all evening. 
“Goody” Grip-Fast Combs are 
indispensable to hold the new 
roll or upswept hair-dos in current 
fashion—they never let your hair 
down! 


“Goody” Grip-Fast Combs are 
now made in both tuck and side 
comb sizes with plain top for in- 
visible wear—or with the new, 
smart, sparkling Jewelstone tops 
in colors to go with your costume. 


Ask for several “Goody” Grip-Fast 
Combs at 5c and 10c stores, notion 
counters and drug stores. 





Made in Canada by the makers of “Goody”? 
Curlers and Wave Clips, “Goody” Barrettes 
and ‘‘Welgroom” Combs for men and women, 

476 








4 — Chatelaine, September, 1947 





The father who loves his children in a practical 
way won't take chances with their “Chances”. He 
will protect their childhood, safeguard and enrich 
their adolescence, afford them an opportunity to 
make good in a chosen career, with a well-planned 
life insurance program. 


If, for help in the planning of such a program, you 
choose a Mutual Life of Canada representative, 
you reap the benefit of Mutual Life’s seventy- 
seven years’ experience in adjusting low-cost life 
insurance to the varied needs and responsibilities 
of people of all ages and in all walks of life. 


It’s never too soon, but often too late, to chart a 
sound life insurance program. Why not make an 
appointment with your local Mutual Life of Canada 
agent today!.Let him show you the special advan- 
tages of Mutual low-cost life insurance. 





Dickens 
Revival 


IT APPEARS that Mr. J. 
Arthur Rank, the British film 
magnate, is going to take us, 
whether we like it or not, 
through the whole bookshelf set 
of Dickens. “Great Expecta- 
tions” was the opening gun and 
has created a stir throughout the 
movie-going world. “Nicholas 
Nickleby” now follows; next on 
the list is “Oliver Twist,” and by 
now the selection of the boy 
for the part of little Oliver, the 
pauper, must have been com- 
pleted—an undertaking which 
began in England many months 
ago with all the paraphernalia 
of entry blanks for parents and 
teachers, talent scouts, test shots, 
ete. Mr. Rank, we are learning, 
does nothing in a small way. 

“Nicholas Nickleby” is a pretty mag- 
nificent job of picture-making. It’s all 
Dickens—and so faithful as to dialogue 
that you find yourself anticipating the 
next line, even though you haven't 
dusted off the book in 20 years. This 
is the sort of artistic conscience which 
Hollywood has seldom exposed. 

But the inevitable question will be: 
is it as good as “Great Expectations?” 
The answer is, unfortunately, no. The 
fault probably goes back to old Charles 
D. himself, who created two of his 
sticky-sweet heroines in this novel— 
Kate Nickleby and Madeline Bray, 
neither of whom could possibly achieve 
the memorable quality of the tem- 
pestuous Estella. The number and 





Uncle and nephew Nickleby’s: Sir 
Cedric Hardwick e and Derek Bond. 


swift sequence of episodes result in an 

embarrassment of riches for the pro- 

ducers, too; and in trying so terribly 

hard to cover everything, they have 

arrived at some scrappy effects. How- 

ever, it is rumored that considerable 

cutting will be done before general 

Canadian showing, and this will help. | 
As to individual roles, you'll get some 

fresh enjoyment out of Mrs. Nickleby, | 

doneby Mary Merrall; Newman Noggs, 

by Bernard Miles; Sir Mulberry Hawk, 

by Cecil Ramage; Nicholas by the hand- 

some Derek Bond; and Ralph Nickleby, 

superbly played by Sir Cedric Hardwicke. 





Composer and warbler away from their 
work: Mark Stevens and June Haver. 


“| wonder who's kissing her now” 


THERE’S NO business like show business according to Hollywood, 
and no folks like show folks for providing lively screen material. 
Latest in the gallery of entertainment personalities to rate celluloid 


profiling is 80-year-old Joe E. 


Howard, composer of the highly 


successful ballad that provides the title of this Technicolor musical. 

































This is not a sentimental biography 
with a feeble plot as the merest excuse 
for the musical exploits of the hero. As 
a merciful change, the songs are deftly 
worked into the story and you are spared 
watching the agonies of composition. 
Not that the plot is anything strenu- 
ous. It doesn’t pretend to be. The 
humorous foreword by producer George 
Jessel keynotes the film as a lighthearted 
recital of the good old days in vaudeville. 
“Gad, what a life!” Mr. Jessel winds up. 

Joe Howard is depicted as rather a 
gay dog whose off-stage success with 
temperamental divas didn’t do his pro- 
fessional career any harm. With poetic 
license he is first pencilled in as accom- 
panist to Lulu Madison and later as 
composer for Fritzi Barrington. Wres- 
tling for a place in his affections with 
these two imaginary turn-of-the-century 
songbirds is Katie McCullem, whom 
Joe unromantically regards as a kid 
sister. She can warble a note or two 
herself. Now you tell us who wins! 

Mark Stevens as Joe Howard never 
quite gets into the spirit of things, but 
there is no lack of animation on the 
part of the gals: June Haver as the 
inventive Katie, Martha Stewart as 
the brassy Lulu and Lenore Aubert as 
the fetching Fritzi. 
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Perspiration 


Patricia Such 
itt tat mn eT 
Toronto 
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Van Johnson and a brand- 
new partner—Janet Leigh. 





zing new antiseptic 


“| find Colgate’s ama a noredliov’ Rio 


ant Veto is sim 
ate perspiration odor, yet doubly 


safe — Safe for skin — Safe for one. 

Veto is so smooth, creamy ond oS 
| No wonder Register 

hae tried Veto prefer it newt 

2 to 1 over any other deodorant. 


Civil War Days 


FROM THE pen of MacKinlay Kantor, 
who wrote “The Best Years of Our 
Lives,” comes a new drama, “The 
Romance of Rosy Ridge,” story of 
another reconstruction period, the bitter 
years following the American Civil War. 

The picture depicts quite well the 
austere pinched lives of the MacBeans 
as they toil to make a living from the 
|| rugged Missouri soil. Gill MacBean 
|| stubbornly clings to his Confederate 
i] allegiance and feuds with those of his 
1] neighbors who fought for the North. 
Life is made harder for the MacBeans 
by the barn-burning night raiders, but 
they find a champion in a wandering 
schoolteacher who plays the harmonica. 

Van Johnson, the pride of the jitter- 
\| bugs, buckles down to some good acting 
|| as the teacher. He still has a long way 
to go to match Thomas Mitchell’s per- 
formance as MacBean, but it’s a start. 
Janet Leigh does nicely in her first 
screen role, and you already know that 
Dean Stockwell of “The Green Years” 
is a dependable youngster. 


_ Only VETO, No Other Deodorant, | 

Contains DURATEX, Exclusive, | 

New Safety Ingredient! 

| @ Veto is different from any deodorant 
you've used before. 

@ Veto, and only Veto, contains Duratex, 
exclusive new safety ingredient .. . 
perfected by Colgate. 

@ Does not rot clothes. 

@ Safe for any normal skin. 

®@ Veto is creamier — spreads and rubs 
in instantly . . . completely. 

At Drug & Cosmetic Counters—-25¢ 39¢ 59¢ | 





Approved Safe 
for Fabrics 
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Fluff on— silky-smooth Cashmere 
Bouquet Tale. Dries moisture . . . protects 
against chafing... wraps you in Cashmere 
Bouquet’s heavenly fragrance. 


CASHMERE BOUQUET TALC 
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NEw] 
OUT OF 
THE BLUE! 





Blo Gears Da 


Now,...the famous fragrance of Blue Grass 
comes in a cream deodorant 
to keep you morning freshl 


It smooths like silk into your skin, 

leaves no film but its fragrance, 

protects, controls...and keeps your precious 
fabrics free from any harm. 


Come, feel fastidiously clean with Blue Grass... 
the cream that shields you 
with the scent of rain-washed fields. 


BLUE GRASS CREAM DEODORANT, 1.50 


AT SMARTEST SHOPS IN EVERY 








Swelled Heads 


Hats sweep up, 
wider and larger, 
to balance longer 
skirts. Above, Lily 
Daché side-drapes 
a turban of velvet; 
Laddie Northridge 
rims a_ cavalier 
dinner hat, sap- 
phire blue felt, 
with ostrich. 


Fashion Shorts 


22. a preview of trends 


EMLINES hang lower, shoes shoot 
higher. Buttery calf and suede far 
up your instep. Slender straps 
encircling your trim ankle. Dis- 
miss platforms and open backs 
from the picture. 
Backtraction. We coin a word to 
describe the attractive new shoe backs. 
Corselet lacing, bows, or back flaps to 
magnetize make a 
graceful retreat. 


glances as you 


Flarebacked or full-skirted and fitted 
is your coat. But you can evade the 
issue—in a finger-tip length with fur 
edging. 


Low and round your neckline and 
long your sleeves. 


Something new under the autumn 
sky. A split-toe stocking. The hand-knit 
wool isolates your big toe, mitten style. 
And accommodates thonged sandals. 


More on mittens. Wear them furred 
over dressup shorties out of doors. 


Within, extend only your lightly gloved 
hand. A simple solution to the dipping 
mercury problem. 


Salvage the Persian trim on a ready- 
for-retirement coat. Use it for collar 
and glove banding to enrich fall suits 
and blouses. Any flat fur can be given 
this new lease on life. 


The days of old when knights were 
bold inspire designers this season to 
create velvet page-boy berets, resplen- 
dent with pearl and ostrich. They dance 
attendance on date dresses. 


Dresses out of the Moyen Age, too. 
Waistlines draped like the cowl of a 
medieval monk. Evening gowns with 
flowing court trains. Brocades, silks 
and satins from the chest of a robber 
baron! 


You know about ombre. It’s any 
shade that starts out pale and winds up 
vivid. Now you can have a pure-silk 
ombré square to add lustre to fall 
woollens. How are you at scarf tricks? 
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When “‘those miserable days’’ arrive 
each month, you can really experience 
a new lease of life by using Tampax for 
Sanitary protection. This doctor-in- 
vented product is very small and dainty 
—meant for wearing internally. This 
may seem like a strange and novel 
idea at first, but it certainly saves a 
woman from some of her monthly 
worries—at least five of them, as 
follows: 


You need not worry about odor, for 
Tampax Causes none. You need not worry 
about bulges and wrinkles caused by 
belts and external pads. The same ap- 
plies to chafing. Also, you needn't worry 
about carrying a conspicuous 
box home from the store, be- 
cause a month's supply of 
Tampax goes neatly into your 
purse! And when disposal 
time arrives, Tampax has only 1/15 
the bulk of “‘the other kind.” 


Wear Tampax in tub or shower—or 
while swimming. Pure surgical cotton. 
Slim disposable applicators. Three ab- 
sorbency-sizes sold at drug and notion 
counters. Canadian Tampax Corpo- 
ration Ltd., Brampton, Ontario. 
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Accepted for Advertising 

by the Journal of the American Medical Association 
CANADIAN TAMPAX CORPORATION LIMITED, 
Brampton, Ont. 

Please send me in plain wrapper a trial package of 
Tampax. I enclose ib to cover cost of mailing. Size 
is checked below. 

( ) yunior 


( ) REGULAR ( +) super 


Bicornes are brimful of the new wide 
look in millinery. Pirate shapes sail 
across the Stylish Main. You'll cut a 
dashing figure. 


Let’s face it! So say the milliners as 
they blithely stitch satin and velvet on 
brims. Felt takes kindly to the sugges- 
tion. 


Fur cape and princess coat make a 
compatible pair. But when the occasion 
arises, they go their separate ways. 
Thereby trebling your wardrobe. 


Bouffant’s the word for wools. Skirts 
are flatteringly full, bodices snug. 
Collars remain classic. 


If it’s two-piece, chances are it has a 
torso blouse with the new patch pockets. 
And the woollen skirt swims in pleats. 


Ultra smart to contrast-stripe a wool 
jersey. And match the lining of your 
pockets to the horizontal stripes on your 
bodice. 


Security counsel: Your red saddle- 
leather bag and belt locks with a gold 
hook. Very ornamental too. 


Marked private. To indicate they're 
going steady, campus couples in the 
U. S. A. wear the same diagonally 
banded sweaters. @r would you rather 
be more subtle? 


The most exciting yarn we know: 
rayon bouclé—spun into a gauzy even- 
ing with lace-woven yoke. 
Causing no end of commotion in New 
York this season. 


sweater 


Coat of arms. Classic jacket with 
gold embroidered crest on the pocket. 
From the playing fields of Eton and its 
rivals, which may also have inspired the 
eye-catching blazer type sweater. 


If you haven't yet run a loving finger 
over your skis, you will soon. So you 
may as well know about the artful new 
after-ski skirt. With built-in flannel 
shorts and a plaid or solid-color insert to 
match your flannel shirt. Such busy 
little brains designers have! 


Anything you can do I can do better! 
Quoth the fur coat as it turned its 
elegant flared back on an unsuspecting 
cloth greatcoat. The cloth coat tossed 
its fur-lined hood and walked off. It was 
a draw. 


Many a fox will surrender his thick 
pelt with good grace. So that a lady of 
fashion can wrap herself proudly in a 
boa. And whip it over the shoulders of 
her “inverted tulip” dress and coat 
silhouette. 


Dinner recipe. Take one long skirt 
of black faille. Add a long-sleeved white 
blouse. With lace frills at collar and 
cuffs for extra flavor. Serve at room 
temperature. 


Corduroy vies with crepe. As a 
dance frock with off-the-shoulder décol- 
letage. In bright primary colors befitting 
its youthful enthusiasm. 


Your fall suit’s the color of an 
autumn leaf. The jacket’s long and 
cutaway. You give it importance with a 


| bright scarf. Wear it with conviction! 
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Mer hero Sunday- 
lost het on flonday! 
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EVER THINK OF THE 
BAD BREATH ANGLE? 
NO FOOUNG, PETE, 
YOU OUGHT TO MAKE 
TRACKS FOR OUR 
DENTISTS~-BUT FAST! 









TO COMBAT BAD BREATH, I RECOMMEND 
COLGATE DENTAL CREAM! FOR SCIENTIFIC 
TESTS PROVE THAT IN 7 OUT OF 10 CASES, 
COLGATES INSTANTLY STOPS BAD BREATH 
THAT ORIGINATES IN THE MOUTH! 


JUST WHEN I 
THOUGHT THIS PERT 
PIGEON AND I WERE 
DEFINITELY ON THE BEAM, 
SHE FLEW! AND WHY? 
1 ASK YOU, SIS, WHY? 



















COLGATES ACTIVE PENETRATING FOAM 
GETS INTO HIDDEN CREVICES BETWEEN 
TEETH— HELPS CLEAN OUT DECAYING 
FOOD PARTICLES—STOP STAGNANT 
SALIVA ODORS- REMOVE THE CAUSE 
OF MUCH BAD BREATH 





MET HER SUNDAY— 
LOST HER MONDAY- 
TOOK MY TIP— 
AND WOO! WOO! 
WEDNESDAY $ 









COLGATE 
DENTAL CREAM 


Cleans Your Breath 
While It Cleans 
Your Teeth! 
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Keep your hair always smooth, chic and lovely 
with wonderful HOLD-BoB bobby pins. They're invisible 
in the hair, strong yet flexible, gentle as a lover's 
embrace. Rounded-for-safety ends won’t catch hair, 
because they slide in smoothly. And Hold-Bob 


pins stay in more securely, 





feel better, look smarter. 





HOLD-BOB* 
BOBBY PINS 


; TTT 
j ty 
tf’ ‘i UIT 
j ag 
SMOOTH 7 pera 
STRONG 









Mode in Canodo by Geylerd Products of Canada, 
Lid., St. Hyocinthe, PQ... . formerly known as 
The Hump Hairpin Mig. Co. of Canoda (1940) itd 


STRADE maRK 
REG. Im CANADA 
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Brief Encounter 





rs. Baker and her Dahhias 


by Ronald Hambleton 


OU MIGHT call this the story of 
Baker’s Backyard 


begins 


Business. It 
herself, 
Florence Baker, plump, friendly, 
alert, who for some 30 years has had 
a lot of satisfaction working toward her 
own kind of perfection. The setting ts 
her big backyard in the east end of 
Toronto. The business is a special 
branch of horticulture for which her 
thumb was apparently green from birth, 
though discovered only by chance. 
Mrs. Baker dahlias—better 
dahlias, it appears, than anyone else, 
and more of them. Now before you 
exclaim, “I don’t like dahlias,” just let 
Mrs. B. confess that she herself thought 
them a rather ungainly flower at one 
time—before she adopted it. The adop- 
tion was a crazy quirk of fate. When she 
and her husband bought the neat plain 
brick house, she had no notion that the 
“garden” contained anything but the 
useless rubble of a former occupant. The 
four dahlia plants coming up in the tiny 
front plot were just something to be 
cleared out later with the rest. But 
Mrs. Baker reckoned without — the 
strect cleaner. 


with the person 


grows 


He walked past with his little cart 
and broom one day in August and 
remarked on the fine display of dahlias; 
suggested, in fact, that she enter them 
in the local flower show. Mrs. Baker 
dismissed the idea, since she’d have 
nothing to do with anything as “gypsy” 
as that. (““Gypsy”’ is one of her favorite 
terms of reproach.) However, being a 
generous person she got out her scissors 
and gave him the blooms, which, 
unknown to her, he entered in the show 
under her name. They won third prize! 
Thus, almost against her will, Mrs. 
Baker began her long acquaintance with 


dahlias, and every year since then she 
has accumulated trophies, cups, medals, 
plaques, certificates of merit from shows 
Along with fame came 
business and profits, and her folios of 


near and far. 
customers’ names form a ready reference 
to top dahlia fans in every Canadian 
province, in many parts of the United 
States, and one, indeed, in Mexico, the 
mention of which always launches Mrs. 
Baker on one of her favorite stories. 

Dahlias are native to Mexico. They 
were cultivated in the gardens of the 
Aztecs, but horticulturally they date 
from the arrival in Madrid in the year 
1789 of from 
Mexico. European and British gar- 
deners took them up eagerly, developed 
them, and only 50 years later there were 
3,000 varieties. Then public interest 
waned until the evolution of the dwarf 
types now called Pompons and Minia- 
From that time public and 
private gardens have displayed more and 
more dahlias of many varieties 

Except, curiously enough, in Mexico. 
So Mrs. Baker had a quiet chuckle when 
her customer in Mexico, a Canadian, 
reported the astonishment of the local 
citizens on seeing his display of huge 
dahlias——all of them ordered from that 
Backyard Business in east Toronto. 
They were vastly different. from the 
rather stunted plant which grows wild 
in the land of fiestas. 

In her biggest year Mrs. Baker sold 
20,000 plants, but mere volume has 
never been her yardstick of success. 
Quality of bloom—which means true 
color, texture, lasting quality, produc- 
tivity—is her aim, and she believes, 
with convincing simplicity, that she 
grows the best dahlias in Canada. The 
commercial florists seem to agree with 
her, and their orders keep mounting 
steadily, year by year. Many late- 
summer weddings in the Toronto area 


some seeds and roots 


tures. 
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Here’s a backyard business 
that fills 20,000 orders a year; 
and a boss who strives for 


quality along with mass pro- 
duction of her favorite flower 





Left: Mrs. Baker at work, with 
one of her lamp-shade sun pro- 
tectors in background. Above: 
Apricot Wonder, heavy bloomer. 


owe their perfection of decor to Baker's 
Backyard Business. 

During the past two growing seasons 
there has been an air of special excite- 
ment among the forest of staked plants 
now covering a couple of acres behind 
her house. New varieties and hybrids 
from England, Holland, France and 
elsewhere have been arriving, and this 
year, for the first time since war cut off 
supplies, she was able to add more than 
100 new names to her catalogue. Expen- 
sive newcomers are fenced off separately 
like royal prisoners in a private cell and 
given special care. Though Mrs. Baker 


insists she loves all her dahlias and has 
no favorite, she does admit that “Black- 
out,” a new British hybrid, is pretty 
magnificent. It’s a rich deep crimson 
with black centre; formed of broad 
overlapping petals and growing sturdily 
on long stiff stems. 

This season the Baker dahlias will be 
on display at shows in Ottawa, London, 
Toronto and New York; at other floral 
exhibitions on both sides of the border 
Mrs. Baker will be a judge instead of 
a competitor. Out of all her years of 
experience and development of careful 
technique, she knows what to ‘look for. 
It is perfectly possible, she has dis- 
covered, to control growth to ensure 
bloom on a given day. To speed up she 
waters the plant generously and often; 
to slow down, she withholds water and 
shades the plant. If the bloom is wanted 
for show purposes, it is always shaded 
from strong midday sun, and any time 
now a visitor to the Baker garden will be 
diverted by the lines of green plants 
topped with what appear to be home- 
made lamp shades. Visitors are wel- 
comed, but not if they have that unfor- 
tunate layman’s habit of “mauling” the 
flower, as Mrs. Baker puts it. 

The back-yard business is entirely her 
own project. Mr. Baker goes to his 
job every day. likes to hear about her 
triumphs or worries when he returns in 
the evening, and enjoys a walk up and 
down the rows, but that’s the extent 
of his interest. ‘My husband can’t even 
sign a cheque for my business,”’ Mrs. 
Baker will tell you with a laugh. The 
three children sometimes have anxious 
days if Mother ts nursing along some 
special blooms, but Mrs. Baker is 
generally the last one to get in a state. 
She knows what she can do; she’s been 
proving it for 30 years. She stays away 
from things she “honestly can’t grow” 

temperamental things like roses o: 
even garden vegetables. Dahlias are her 
flowers and her business; they’ ve brought 
her money and prestige over the vears, 
and, what she values most, friendships 
and contacts the world over. ¢@ 


Close-up of Ruth Nichols — an Australian variety 
with many awards to its credit. The color is a beau- 
tiful lilac. Dahlias are imported from many parts of 
world to flourish and multiply in the Baker garden. 





Theres a 


Gentle lift for 


IN A CUP OF 


TENDER LEAF TEA 


@ Next time you're tired and out 
of sorts, slip out to the kitchen— 
and make yourself some Tender 
Leaf Tea. Friendly, heartwarming, 
it's comfort in a cup in a hurry. 
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And it tastes simply wonderful! 
Rich, fragrant, Tender Leaf Tea 
has been famous for flavor for 
years. At your grocer's ... in con- 
venient size packages ... and 
in “filter-type” tea balls. (These 
different, finer tea balls filter your 
tea. Never any specks in the cup 
—and no stray leaves either.) 


NOW AT YOUR GROCER’S IN IMPROVED NEW PACKAGES 
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i for tabods 
And for Soft. Like so many 


foods we eat today. Tasty, nutri- 












tious. But so easy to chew, it 
deprives gums of exercise. Yet 
you need firm, healthy gums 
to help protect the sparkle 
of your teeth, the 
beauty of your smile, 


Which means 


Let him decide whether it’s 


see your dentist. 


serious or if those tender 
gums are just another case 
of soft foods robbing 
your gums of exercise. 
If so, he may suggest 
“the helpful stimulation 
of Ipana and massage”’. 





& 
pA fot hpanae 
And Ipana is the tooth paste specially 


designed not only to clean teeth 




















thoroughly but, with gentle massage, to 
help wake up lazy gums. (7 out of 

10 Canadian dentists recommend 
regular gum massage, national 
survey shows.) 


\s 
2 for \\ Y, 
Also delightful, de-lovely. All the 
things a sparkling smile makes 
you. So begin today to clean your 
teeth with Ipana and, each time, 
ym to massage a little extra Ipana 
onto your gums. See how 
quickly this daily dental 
routine starts you on 
the way to a smile 
that’s bright as 
sunshine. 


Product of Bristol-M yer 


Made in Canada 








For Short Necks 


If you feel there just isn’t enough distance 
between your chin and your chest, if you'd 
like to have a more swanlike throat: 


Do clongate your neckline by wearing 
V-necked dresses: choose upswept hair-dos 
to give added height from head to shoul- 
ders: wear lapel pins or chatelaines rather 
than necklaces: walk as though your head 
were suspended by wires attached behind 
each car. 

Don’t go in for high-necked dresses or 
choker necklaces. Never neglect a thorough 


meee 





creaming job on your throat each day 
because a short neck is one problem, but a 
short wrinkled neck is a much worse one. 


LATENT ENGI CRUE ENG EOI aN LS LY ES TANI A SCORERS CIC 


Top Heavy 
If you’re a little on the plump side, with 


plenty of curves from the waist up, and a 
well-developed bosom to cope with: 


Do be as carefully fitted for your bras- 
sieres as you are for shoes; see yourself ina 
mirror both sitting and standing, to avoid 
underarm bulges; choose bras which mold 
rather than flatten your breasts; have pin 
tucks, darts, graceful folds of material in 
the'front of your dress so there'll be plenty 
of fullness. 

Don’t wear a 


tightly across your bust: avoid large be WS, 


blouse which stretches 





out-fanning jabots, and stiff frills which 
will only add more to what you’ ve already 
got. Don’t hump your back—walk proudly 
with shoulders straight but relaxed. 


ES EE PNR. PAE OSL SP 


Thick Waists 


One of the frequent trials of middle age is 
the tendency toward an expanding waist- 


line. To make it seem more slender: 


Do wear smartly tailored clothes—not 
too mannish in style, nor too tightly but- 
toned but with clever design to give fullness 
and the effect of long lines: wear belts not 
more than an inch in width and of the same 
color as the dress; or narrow belts just 
across “the back and ending at the side 
seams. Sit with straight spine and ribs held 
high; do bending exercises faithfully each 
day. 

Don’t go in for boleros or short jackets: 
avoid coats and skirts of different colors 
which cut you in half and emphasize girth; 
resist those attractive wide belts—espe- 
cially the ones made of shiny plastic. If 
you really yearn for one of ’em, make that 
an incentive for waist-slimming! 
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helip, ‘shbsightlveietkdl ©) | 
shoulder, because that’s how you want to HARRIET HUBBARD 
look! It isn’t just a question of weight and 
measurements. Not if you know a few 
tricks — how to camouflage a bulge, a 
thick neck, a broad hipline, problem legs. 


By Adele White, Health and Beauty Editor 
Sketches by John Morrow. 


Hips Away ’ 


The ideal modern figure tapers from 
shoulders to hbps 
To minimize a too-ample hipline: 
De buy loose-fitting clothes; broaden 
your shoulders by sewing pads in shoulder 
seams of your dresses and suits. A skirt 
with panels “fore and aft” will break the 
breadth of line and make hips appear 
narrower. 


Dom’t wear a size too small in dresses nae 
or suits with the hope that you'll shrink a 
into them. Straining seams wil! put more % }) 


emphasis on curves and bulges. Avoid 





three-quarter-length sleeves, as bare lower 
arms highlight the width of hipline when 
your arms are at your sides. ” * 





Problem Legs 


Thick legs and ankles are a great worry, 
but you'd be surprised at the number of 
movie stars who have to cope with stout 
underpinnings. 

De wear stockings in darker shades and 
with pointed seams at the heel to slenderize 
ankles; wear skirts which flare out around 
the hemline and wear them as long as 
fashion permits; practice walking with free, 
graceful leg movements; stand with knees 
flexed; sit with legs together—one foot 





behind the other. a 
: . : C . ~~ 
Don’t go without stockings except for tap 
7 A\\ 





sports—then be sure legs are smoothly Y 
tanned: don’t sit awkwardly with knees “f ~ 


apart and toes turned out. If you're a 


° 
teen-ager, don’t sprawl in a chair with legs 
flying wild. WXUrI | —there is beauty 


in the very sound of the name LUXURIA. 





Feet Too Big? 


Nonsense—unless you live in Japan! It’s There is beauty in the cleansing and smooth- 


not the size but how you use them that 
counts—and the same goes for hands. ‘ ° . 
Deo buy well-made, perfectly fitting foot- =y benefits LUXURIA brings to faa skin. 
gear. For dress-up shoes, open toes and 

straps do cut down on length. Keep shoes 

in good repair with even heels and a shiny T 

finish. Walk with toes pointed straight, Follow the LUXURIA way beauty oe 
Indian fashion. If your hands are large, 

make gi x dd use of lotion and creams to keep use this world -famous cream of quality 
them soft and white. Leave half moon and 

nail tip white when you use polish. 


nai ‘iceeishily ‘vsti ail Mia es “il every day and look your loveliest always. 


sizes; leave ultra-fancy styles for the tippy- 

toe types. Be smart rather than fussy. 1.40; 3.00; 4.50 
When it comes to hands—don’t leave off 

color polish with the mistaken idea it draws 

attention to your hands—they deserve 

attention if they’re in good shape. 
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OU APPOm Im tnt 
Pettumees to 
im QUEEN mat 
TAROLET, LOmdDOn 
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Yardley Lipstick 
$1.25 


oe 


bike Louely plewers,. 


YARDLEY 


Shin food 


Yardley Dry Skin 
Cleansing Cream 
$1.25 


Like lovely flowers, the catch-your- 
breath, turn-your head beauty of 
England's loveliest women springs from 
beauty care . . . and that care 

is usually inspired by Yardley 

Beauty Preparations. Make 

Yardley your personal beauty 


word, 
Yardley English 


Complexion Powder 
(Perfumed with “Bond 


Street“) $1.00 





OF 


LONDON 


The Yardley Beauty Series also includes: FOUNDATION CREAM, SKIN FOOD, 
LIQUEFYING CLEANSING CREAM, ROUGE, COMPLEXION MILK AND TONING LOTION 


“Dear Editor” 


A correspondence depart- 
ment for readers who feel 
impelled to take pen in hand 





Mothers of Sons 


Dear Editor: I do not think I have 
ever been so shocked and hurt as | was 
by Isabel LeBourdais’ article, “1 Have 
‘Two Sons,” in your July issue. 1 found 
her article very touching, very tenderly 
written, until I came to the last line 
“... that no victory under heaven ts 
worth the price.” 

How can a grown woman, with any 
thought at all for others, suggest that 
she would live, conscience-easy, with 
her two sons, in a country where men, 
women and children were tortured to 
death merely because of their race? 

1 am to believe that my own sons 
were killed, so that she could live in 
the same house as her children, and 
yet she does not realize that the war 
was fought, not to gain a victory, but 
to maintain a freedom! 

My two sons considered their own 
lives unimportant beside the great 
freedom their country stood for. Now 
that I have no sons left, may God give 
me the opportunity to defend this 
freedom for those who cannot or will 
not stand up for themselves.—Mrs. E. C. 


Dear Editor: This is my first letter 
of this nature, so maybe it is not 
going to be put very well, but here 
goes. I was so deeply moved, to put it 
mildly, by Isabel LeBourdais’ story on 
page 23 (July Chatelaine) that I simply 
could not help saying something about 
it. It truly is the truest, most bonest 
thing I have ever read since the war 
ended. I too, like millions of others, 
have two sons (11 and eight) and had 
1 the knowledge and strength of this 
most wonderful woman I would say the 
very same thing, word for word. Where 
are all the mothers of this country, and 
of all the countries, who should scream, 
yes scream, and yell at the top of their 
WE DON’T WANT WAR? 
Where are you mothers? Let all your 
heard.—M. K., Hamilton, 


voices 


voices be 


Ont. 


‘‘Lucky Canadians” 


Dear Editor: | have just seen for the 
first time your Chatelaine and I felt | 
had to let you know much | 
enjoyed it. 

Would your readers be surprised if 
they knew that I liked best of all 
reading the various menus? My mouth 
was literally watering as | 
pondered over the vast variety of 
eatables your people seem to be in the 
habit of eating. At first I thought the 
names had just been invented but | 
realized they are actually obtainable. 

The advertisements in your magazine 
very interesting, especially the 
illustrations of luscious cakes, jellies, 
I was absolutely speechless when 
I saw them and | felt I had to let you 
know how lucky you Canadians are to 
be able to have them. The very thought 
of them has made me hungry, so | must 
make myself a cup of tea and eat a 
slice of grey bread with margarine. I 


how 


slowly 


are 


ete, 


won’t have any milk in my tea ard 
very little sugar. 

I hope you will not take the wrong 
meaning out of my letter. Seriously, | 
think your magazine is a splendid one, 
and the stories are very much better 
than ours. With very best wishes 
—Mary L. Smith, Glasgow, Scotland. 


Group Study Projects 


Dear Editor: In reply to a letter from 
J. K., Ottawa, on your page of the July 
magazine, | would like to make a couple 
of suggestions. One small group | 
belong to meets every Tuesday evening 
at each other’s homes. We listen to the 
radio program, “Citizen’s Forum” on 
CBC. We find it most interesting and 
educational, and through the bulletins 
sent out to groups each week we feel 
a part of a very large, worth-while 
group. , 

I also belong to another small group 
which meets every two weeks in each 
other’s homes to take up handicrafts. 
We have an instructor, and last winter 
we took clay work, shell work, felt work, 
glove-making, and leather tooling. We 
all enjoy these groups and feel we aren’t 
wasting our time. 

Hoping these suggestions may help 
J. K.—and thanks for your page “* Dear 
Editor.’—Mrs. W. A,, Toronto. 


War Bride Abroad 


Dear Editor: I enjoy your magazine 
very much, perhaps more so since | am 
so far from home. I was especially 
interested in the article, “Are They 
Making a Success of Marriage” (March 
Chatelaine), for | am one of those brides, 
having come from Toronto to Cardiff, 

I agree with the girls who say there is 
more opportunity in Canada. For the 
average person, Canada offers a better 
life, | believe; Britain is still a country 
for the moneyed people. Luxuries: that 
we seemed to think necessities in the 
home are too expensive for the average 
person here. | found housework very 
difficult at first, especially the washing 

. . Of course it makes a difference 
having to live with other people. And 
yet, realizing how difficult it is to find 
accommodation, we are lucky; but even 
so we haven't the same independence as | 
had in Toronto, living in rooms. 

I couldn’t help smiling when I read 
what Pam had to say of Canadian 
housewives and their work, because | 
think women here spend more time and 
energy scrubbing and such like un- 
necessarily. That is all some of them 
seem to think about... 

I can quite understand the feelings of 
the girl on the prairie ranch. It isn’t 
only people in the country who discuss 
children and recipes. Here you can 
replace the recipes for talk about food 
before the war. I agree with her it can 
be jolly dull. There are plenty ot 
differences, one finds, in moving from 
one city to another, in a different 
country. My great difficulty has been 
because I’m a nonsmoker, nondrinker, 








oun Te please! 


The best gift for Baby is a useful 
gift! 


A Baby’s Own Bath Set is particu- 
larly useful because it contains all 
three famous Baby’s Own products. 





It’s sure to please both mother and 
baby. The mother—because she 
knows Baby’s Own Toiletries are 
recommended by doctors and 
nurses. The baby—because the 
gentle, soothing action of Baby’s 
Own Toiletries prevents irritation 
of his delicate skin. 


Be sure your gift pleases. Give a 
Baby’s Own Bath Set! 


On sale in two sizes: 60¢ and $1.10 





Babys Own | 


BATH SET 


containing 


BABY’S OWN SOAP 
BABY'S OWN OIL 
BABY’S OWN POWDER 


though not because | am narrow- 
minded; but the other members of the 
family seem to derive a great deal of 
pleasure from the pubs, whereas | hate 
them, for usually the smoke is so thick 
you could cut it with a knife, and of 
course one has to drink to be sociable. | 
tried staying at home; but somehow 
that didn’t make things any better. 

We speak English; but still don’t 
seem to talk the same language for our 
interests are different. At times I get 
terribly homesick and would give 
anything to be able to have a chat with 
my friends in Canada. 

I had always thought that Britons 
were very staunch churchmen; but | 
find that housework goes on just the 
same as any other day so that in order 
to get to church for the 11 o'clock 
service, one has almost to be up at 
eight o'clock. Often have I thought how 
discouraging it must be for the minister 
to see so few in his congregation. 

Although I hope to come back to 
Canada to live some day, | shall make 
the best of things, for my husband was 
worth coming all these miles for. 
Despite what is said of Englishmen as 
husbands, I couldn’t have a better one 
nor one who is more considerate.— 


(Mrs.) H, Pounds, Cardiff, Wales. 


Vladimir and his Vows 


Dear Eva-Lis Wuorio (care Chate- 
laine): One of my pupils brought me 
the Chatelaine in which appeared your 
story, “Aunt Kristina and the Monk 
Vladimir.” As a rule, we nuns do not 
read fiction, but this seemed the 
necessary exception because of the 
impression made’ on my pupil, a girl 
of 16. 

May I set you right on some points? 
Being a nun under perpetual vows for 
some 40-odd years, I feel the need of 
explaining to you the errors of your 
views regarding vows and religious life 
in general. 

All ideas to the contrary notwith- 
standing, no community may receive 


“rejected lovers,” especially those actu- 


ated by wounded pride in rushing toa 
monastery. Again, no vow is valid or 
even licit unless taken freely and for a 
supernatural motive—namely the love 
of God and the desire to sacrifice one’s 
life in His service. Another important 
thing is that no vow can so bind a 
person (even perpetual vows) in such a 
way that there is no “escape.” Rome 
receives the vows in the Name of God 
and can dispense even the most solemn 
for good reasons, such as unhappiness in 
the life (real unhappiness) or when a 
person so bound cannot keep the vows, 
which means is incapable of fulfilling 
the obligations. You may not know it, 
but in every community numbers of its 
members ask these dispensations every 
year, and are never refused; they go back 
to their secular life. If your “Monk” 
was real, he was never a real monk- 
because I am sure the Greek Church is 
just as tolerant as the Roman and just 
asexact about those it receives and keeps 
in its religious orders. Those old stories 
of monks and nuns finding peace after 
love frustrations are a joke to us, but 
the stories do harm to those who do not 
know the facts. 

I hope I have been clear and convine- 
ing. God bless you. I shall pray that 
your future fiction be successful and 


! based on truth.—A Nun. 
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BACK TO SCHOOL — 
BACK TO WORK 

ae ya: a PENA ae lite 
LET kena leo 





Our Doctor said Double-Action Phillips’ 
is the ideal laxative-antacid for both 


OOK at them go this morning! Bright and 

fresh — feeling on top of the world! That’s 

because last night they needed and took 
Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia in water. 

They slept soundly —and this morning 
they awoke to gentle, effective relief from 
sluggishness. For overnight Phillips’ acts 
these two ways: 

1. As an acid stomach alkalizer, Phillips’ is one 
of the fastest, most effective known. 


2. As a laxative, gentle Phillips’ can be taken any- 
time without thought of embarrassing urgency. 








The big 50¢ size contains three times as much 
as the 25¢ bottle. Also available in handy tablet 
form; 25¢ a box, less than a penny a tablet. 


CanuIne 


PHILLIPS’ 


rater ame eee om Canam 


MILK OF MAGNESIA 


Liga Or JOb{G7s 
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There’s no need now to 
put up with the stabbing 
ain of corns. Improved 
lue-Jay contains Nuper- 
caine, an anaesthetic sub- 
stance which instantly goes 
to work to deaden the 
pain around the corn’s hard 
core. At the same time 
Blue-Jay’s gentle medica- 
tion softens and loosens 
the core itself—you simply 
lift it out. 







Get a package of the new 
Blue-Jay now —enjoy 
relief tonight. 


BLUE JAY 


with pain-deadening 


NUPERCAINE 
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ALCOMOLICS 


And the wives are helping too ! 


O WOMEN drive men to drink? Yes! 
They don’t have to be the exotic sirens 
or heartless beauties of film fiction, 
either; in many, many cases they’re fine 
virtuous wives who, simply because they 
haven’t studied the problem, keep their hus- 
bands in a state of alcoholism and despair. 

This, at least, is the theory behind the 
Anonymous Ladies’ Auxiliary which was 
organized in Vancouver a year ago and is now 
being copied in other cities as an adjunct to 
Alcoholics Anonymous groups. Members of 
the original group believe that when a man 
decides to take up the A. A. course in sobriety, 
it’s important for his wife to examine her own 
past attitudes toward the problem and be 
prepared to change her tune. 

“I nagged my husband into alcoholism,” 
almost any of these reformed wives is likely to 
tell you. 

Alcoholism, they say, had become an 
obsession with them. They may never have 
taken a drop themselves, but they talked 
drinking at every meal and far into the night. 
Often a wife would make the children her 
confidants, and her husband might be greeted 
at suppertime by a cheerful young voice from 
the front porch: “Are you drunk tonight, 
Daddy?” A liquor-sick person couldn’t face 
that sort of direct challenge. 

The original Auxiliary women, knowing 
what it’s like to live through all the shame and 
worry of alcoholism in the home, have some 
constructive suggestions to make to all wives 
whose husbands decide to seek help from 
Alcoholics Anonymous. Here are the salient 
points: 

1. Don’t disparage his effort. He’s prepared 
to make a real struggle, and the extra strength 
he gets from you may mean final victory. 

2. Get rid of your persecution complex. 
Stop fretting about what the neighbors saw 
or said in the past. Remember, you’re on a 
constructive program now. 

3. If necessary, replan your family’s social 
life. Your husband is used to having a glass 
in his hand, isn’t he? All right, it’s easy to 
put him at his ease with a cup of coffee or a 
tall ginger ale and a sandwich. (“How ex- 
alcoholics eat!” these wives exclaim.) 

4. Early on in the process, it’s wiser to 
arrange social evenings with friends who don’t 
drink. A foursome for theatre, concert, bridge 
or other game is often better than a quiet 
sitting-around with conversation only. 

5. When your husband knows he’s on the 
water-wagon for good, don’t necessarily 
restrict your social contacts to the “drys” of 
your acquaintance. Intolerance is never desir- 
able, neither is smugness. If some guests 
enjoy a drink before dining, serve them one, 
openly. Live normally, especially for the sake 
of your husband. 

And when you make a go of it, as you must, 
you and he will find a dozen other sources of 
shared fun; with more money to spend on 
house and garden and holidays and hobbies; 
more time with the children; and, stretching 
into the future, that new-found peace of mind. 





are curing 
themselves 


Hundreds of Canadian men and women 
who thought they were incurable are 
finding new hope and faith through 
Aleoholics Anonymous — the organiz- 
ation with no fees, no class distinction 


by PETER HANES 


HE ROOM was barren and too brightly lit, with 

rows and rows of small, uncomfortable folding 

chairs. The audience began to dribble in. There 

were well-fed, well-groomed men. There were 

small, wizened men in old pants and frayed 
sweatercoats. There were sleek smart women. There 
were awkward young girls with berets pushed back on 
their curly hair. 

Finally, 150 people crowded into a room large 
enough to seat 80. They all came as if to a business 
meeting. To them, it was—the most important 
business in their lives! 

The chairman opened the meeting with a minute of 
silence, a solid minute by the clock. The silence hung 
heavy, full of personal prayers, personal thanksgiving. 

Then the first speaker was called. “Two years go,” 
he began, “I was down and out. I bounced from jail to 
jail.” Now he was well set up, well-dressed, calm and 
assured. “I wanted to stop drinking. I tried, but it 
seemed no use. Finally a friend brought me to an 
Alcoholics Anonymous meeting. | was cocky, too sure 
of myself. 1 didn’t need any help from these people! 
So I went away. But it made me think, just seeing all 
these ex-drunks who had found a way to stop. So, 
about a month later, down at the station again, I 
asked the sergeant to phone the A. A. office for 
me.” 

“Two of the boys came down there for me. You 
couldn’t just say I was in pretty bad shape. I was 
terrible! They took me to a nursing home and stayed 
with me, all that night and the following day. Then 
the next night two other boys came down and took 
over. They talked to me. They told me they knew how 
I felt. They had felt that way themselves. I got 
started talking too. That night I told those boys 
things that I hadn’t even admitted to myself before. 
They made me see that I had a disease, a disease you 
could get away from because they had done it. They 
got across at last the idea that there was hope for me 
too, if I really wanted to stop drinking. 

“It was tough at first, believe me. But gradually I 
learned the new slant on life that A. A. teaches. 
It’s been a year and a half now since I’ve had a 
drink!” He paused, searching the faces in the audi- 
ence. “Some of you new members, you sit there think- 
ing your problems are worse than ours. I know. I did 
at first, too. You feel that your excuses for drinking 
are different. You think we don’t know what you’re 
going through. But you’re wrong! Your problems 
aren’t worse. Your excuses aren’t different. We're 
all the same. Come up and talk to me after the meeting 
if you like. I know that if you want it badly enough, 
you can walk out of that door tonight with a good 
chance that you’ve had your last drink.” 

The meeting went on with scarcely a pause. The 
next speaker was a doctor. He had an earnest face, a 
tense, nervous manner. He wasa new member. Seven 
months before he had been drinking two bottles a 
day. Medical knowledge had done nothing.for him. 
He was willing to try anything! And Alcoholics 
Anonymous already was beginning to work for him, 
too. At the end of his talk, he said, “Gradually, day 
by day, another of the ideas in A. A.’s teaching be- 
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comes clear to me. I thrash it out. 

When you suffer the nagging | understand it. I believe it. I live by 
torture of a headache— it. As I stand here tonight, I haven’t 
had a drink for six months. But more 
important, I’m a good father again, a 
good doctor. I’ve got some place to go!” 
Then the chairman called a sturdy 
little man with a square red face, who 
was very nervous. He began by telling 
the members how grateful his wife and 
he were for what A.A. had done for 
them. He had been a foreman car- 
Or the cruel twinge of penter. Then he began drinking more 
rheumatic pains— and more. Finally his boss had been 
forced to fire him. His wife went out 
working by the day while he drank 
whatever he could get. Then his wife 
heard of Alcoholics Anonymous, brought 
him to a couple of meetings, and their 
“cure” began. “When I was straight- 
ened out a bit I went back to my old 
boss,” he said. “I told him I’d stopped 
drinking and this time I meant it. He 
said, ‘ Bob, when you’ re sober you’ re one 
Or you feel dull and logy of the best men I’ve had. I can’t give 
due to constipation— you your old job. But I’ll take you 
on as a carpenter and we'll see what you 
can do.’ Well, I haven’t had a drink for 
a year and a half. But what I really 
wanted to tell you is this. Last week 
we were out on a job and my boss came 
around. He stopped right alongside 
where I was working and said, ‘How’s it 
going?’ I told him everything was fine. 
Then he said, ‘How about taking over 
It’s time for speedy, gentle your old foreman’s place next Monday, 
Bob—you and those A.A.’s of yours are 


doing a swell job!’ So I started last - i 
Monday.” 

The little man ducked back to his ° 
chair beside his beaming wife. He got To Keep Your Plate or Bridge 


the most applause of all. kli | nd Od 
LJ 
Collection plates went along the rows, Spar ing C ean a or Free 


but new members and visitors were - ; ‘ ' 
asked not to contribute Alcoholics S k D | SAFE— EASY Pp | d 
Anonymous have no dues and relatively oa if al y in 0 i en 

few expenses, but members give what ot lay safe! Death icy tankrasheff van 
— ° P Ps TURE BREATH! Actually, the harder 

Then the people rose to recite “The no BRUSHING - brush your plate or bridge, the more 
Lord’s Prayer.” The meeting was over. | ow aie eae shea Pp ’ 

You see, brushing with ordinary tooth 
pastes, powders or soaps may scratch your 
plate material. This material is 60 times 
softer than natural teeth. These easily-made 
scratches are traps in which food particles 
and film collect ... causing offensive DEN- 
TURE BREATH. 

So play safe! Avoid DENTURE BREATH 
this easy, brushless way. Just soak your 
plate or bridge daily in Poiident solution. 
There’s no brushing, so no danger. Costs 
less than 1¢ a day to use. 40¢ and 75¢ 











Many left at once, but some stayed to 
see their friends. 

A young man with a red, tense face 
went up to the first speaker’s chair. 
Another member joined them. They 
withdrew from the crowd, deep in talk. 
Alcoholic Anonymous was at work 
again. 
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thet A Doth... 


“My skin sparkles fresh, smooth... 





after this clean, clean cleansing 


with Woodbury Cold Cream!” 


in “MORTAL COILS” 


a Universal-International Picture 
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BP Sa 10). Wl er 2 TO THE Blu, BEAUTY-BARGAIN SIZE 


Clean-cleansing oils 


FOUR sig OILS float away make-up and 
WOODBURY Rich eieucce 
COLD CREAM smooth skin each cleansing 





ms beauky-qlow cleansing... withc Woodbury Cold ra 


for that “Always-Fresh” look 


Clear-clean, silken-soft skin—for you! 
Woodbury Cold Cream is different... 
made with four rich oils that cleanse deep 
to pore-openings, whisk off make-up, 
grime ... rich softening oils that help 
smooth dryness. See the velvet-fresh look 
Woodbury Cold Cream gives your skin! 


In tests of Woodbury Cold Cream with 
high-priced salon creams, hundreds of 
women preferred Woodbury because... 
“Woodbury cleanses better! “Woodbury 
leaves skin softer!’ 

Proof that no finer cream than Woodbury 
is made... at any price! 


FOR SPECIAL SKIN PROBLEMS 
Dry Skin: Cleanse with Woodbury Cold 





Looks lusciouS —that fresh-awake glow of Date with glamour! “But first comes my Ann's Woodbury Beauty Nightcap! “Couldn't 





Ann’s skin! “Morning starts with my dewy 
cream-cleansing ... always with Woodbury 
Cold Cream,” says Ann. “This silken cream 
really {reshens... leaves skin simply satin!” 
Keep your morning date with Woodbury, 
girls, and have that “Always-Fresh” look! 


‘pretty-making’ date with Woodbury... . 
my Cold Cream to cleanse skin beauty- 
clean!” Ann tells you...“So rich—it smooths 
away that studio-tired look... leaves skin 
fresh-lovely!” Easy, girls, to keep your glam- 


our a-glow ... with Woodbury Cold Cream. 


Cream. Soften with Woodbury Special Dry 
Skin Cream ...rich in lanolin’s benefits. 


Oily Skin: Cleanse with Woodbury 
Liquefying Cleansing Cream. Removes 
surface oils for clearer skin! 


wouldn't miss my bedtime Woodbury cream- 
cleansing,” confides Ann. “Then, a mist of 
this rich, rich cream to soften dryness ... all 
night through.” By morning, skin’s fresh as 
dew! Yes, girls, that “Always-Fresh” look 
is yours...with Woodbury Cold Cream! 


her brand-new husband—but I could see her, 
myself, when he was telling me about it, as plain 
as ever he did. I tended her from a baby, and 
nobody knows better than Katy Riley how Maggie 
would be looking and what she would be sayin 
Skimming along, Hank said they were, in the 
elegant new car himself bought Maggie for her 
nineteenth birthday—the convertible, they call it— 


ANK, the bridge tender, saw them first—the 
day our Maggie came home from college with 
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with the top down and Maggie’s hair blowing wild 
and her face turned to the boy beside her like a daisy 
to the sun, with never a look for where she was going. 

She hit the bridge just as Hank was getting ready 
to swing the centre span around to open up for the old 
sand-sucker and, being Maggic, herself, stepped on 
the accelerator instead of the brakes. She shot across 
and under the falling gates at the west end and Hank’s 
wrinkled face would be scowling as he shook a fist at 
her, the way he said he did, loving her all the while. 


“Oh, well,” he said, taking her in his arms, 
“just so long as you don’t get tired of me.” 


““Some of these days, Miss Maggie;” he would have 
yelled, as he always did, “I’m going to be swinging this 
bridge around with you on it, and there you’ll set till 
the boat goes through!” 

She would be blowing him a kiss from the lightness 
of her heart and driving faster than ever across the 
railroad tracks and up the steep hill beyond. 

“That was Hank Wilson,” she would be saying to 
the boy she married and him seeing this part of the 
country for the first time. 4 Continued on page 50 
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Commentary on Death 


by ALLAN SANGSTER 
ELLAMY DARRELL, fighting his way up the 


Avenue against a cold wind which screamed 

past his tall lean body, looked through a curtain 

of sleet and recognized the vast new home of 

Eagle Radio. Death, riding the wings of the 
wind, recognized it also. 

Any port in a storm, the detective thought, and 
turned in. Partly for warmth, partly for a chat with 
his friend Dick Holmes, the company’s chief news 
editor. On such wayward caprices does murder and its 
solution sometimes depend. 

At the information desk in the lobby a pretty 
brunette sat by a telephone switchboard. “Mr. 
Holmes?” she repeated brightly. “Yes, | just saw him 
with Mr. Archer.” She glanced at the big clock on the 


wall. ‘Mr. Archer is on the air in five minutes. They'll 
be around in studio L where he broadcasts. Do you 
know your way, or shall I get a page?” 

Her finger moved toward a button, but Bellamy said 
he knew his way and walked down the softly lighted 
corridor. Death, who had an appointment in studio L, 
was just behind him. 

L was one of the small talks studios: an intimate, 
warmly-furnished room designed to put anyone, from 
Prime Minister to porridge maker, at ease. The lights 
were on, and through the glass panel facing the 
corridor Bellamy confirmed the switchboard girl’s 
guess. 

Leland Archer, the famous news analyst, was at the 
big desk in the centre of the room, his script before him 
on the broad expanse of satin walnut, his microphone 
on its chrome gooseneck tilted over to face him, but 


Illustrated by Carl Bobertz. 


She made a small surprised sound 
and leaned farther forward on her 
desk, turning ahead in her script. 


neither of these had his attention. Archer was leaning 
back in his chair, his narrow fanatical face upturned 
to Dick Holmes who sat on the corner of the desk. 

A small table with another microphone stood 
inconspicuously in a corner of the room, and here sat 
an announcer, morosely contemplating whatever 
announcers do contemplate in their long periods of 
waiting. Lush jobs on big sponsored shows, Bellamy 
thought, or a chance to become commentators in their 
own right. The atmosphere in the studio, with 
the clock edging up toward deadline, was slightly 
expectant. 

Archer’s face was expectant too, even wheedling, 
although so human an expression obviously didn’t 
come to it easily. Dick’s lined, pleasant face, as 
Bellamy saw it in profile, was good-humored but 
slightly touched with exasperation. 
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No program on the network that night 


was half so thrilling as the unrehearsed 


drama in Studio L when Death, the Great Silencer, sat in 


on the broadeast. It was fortunate that 


Archer 
“She's 


“do a little better than that, surely?” 
was saying as Darrell opened the door. 
worth it.” 

Dick stalled. “‘Yes, but you know how things are. 
Still, I'll take it up with 

From a loudspeaker in the control room wall a girl’s 
voice mocked. “‘They’re talking about me and my 
salary, Mr. Darrell. Pay no heed. And please, Mr. 
Archer, settle down now. We’re almost on. May [ see 
you asec, Dick?” : 

Leland Archer’s eyes flicked nervously at his 
producer, paused on the clock, and then fell to his 
script. A fit of coughing shook him and he gulped 
water from a glass at his elbow. 

Holmes laid a friendly hand on Bellamy’s shoulder. 
“They're ganging up on me, Bell— promoting raises 
for each other. Sit down while I see what Iris wants.” 
He walked briskly into the control room. 

Death, who had been quietly waiting, slipped in 
behind him. 

The detective glanced through the soundproof 
window as his friend went to the door. A slender dark 
girl in her late twenties sat in the producer’s chair 
behind the glass; beside her a lanky youth brooded 
over his dials. The girl’s eyes were worried, contradict- 
ing the mocking lilt in her voice. 

She half rose as Dick reached her side and began to 
whisper to him, but the lanky youth touched her 
shoulder and waved urgently at the clock whose long 
second hand was sweeping up toward eight. — Iris 
stopped short, dropped back into her chair. From the 
talk-back speaker in the wall her voice said, “Stand 
by, please.” 

The three members of her team fell at once into the 
relaxed readiness of long practice. 

Archer hunched forward in his chair, cleared his 
throat, and waited. 
ears cocked at the announcer. 

Roger Fry, the announcer, also eased forward to 
working distance from his mike, glanced at the clock, 
fixed his eyes on the girl’s face, and waited. 

Iris Van Horn, Archer’s producer, tuned her ears to 
the monitor speaker which would bring her the net- 
work cue, watched the clock, and waited 

The lanky youth, Charley Elton by name and 
suspected of being a Red, checked everything for the 
last time. He turned off the talk-back which Iris had 
been using and made sure that the two microphone 
channels were open to the points which were best for 
the voices concerned. He fixed his eyes on a lighted 
dial where a hovering needle would shortly begin to 
fluctuate, and waited. 

Dick Holmes, boss of these people but now as 
remote from them as though he were in London with 
John Irwin, his famous European correspondent, 
faded into the shadows at the rear of the control room. 
Bellamy Darrell, fighting a quite unreasonable feeling 
of being trapped, like a small boy caught in the pantry, 
tiptoed across the studio and took a chair from which 
he could see both desks and the control-room window. 

Death made no move. 


His eyes were on his copy, his 


DOWN IN the basement and half a block away, in 
the warm still atmosphere of network control, another 
man waited. He was, albeit temporarily, the master 
of the group in studio L; like them he was also a slave. 
Like them, his orders came from a clock and a dis- 
embodied voice. 

The voice spoke when the clock’s second-hand 
touched seven-fifty-nine-forty. It spoke more than a 


Bellamy Darrell was watching too 


thousand miles away, high in a hotel in ice-ridden 
Winnipeg, but the vibrating cones along 3,000 miles 
of line repeated it faithfully. 

It spoke a short sentence; simple words that seemed 
to have nothing to do with death. In carefully modu- 
lated accents it said: 

“This is Eagle—the Eagle Broadcasting Company.” 

As the words ended the master-control engineer 
moved a small handle, and the vast network broke 
into a hodge-podge of separate stations. The engineer 
waited 10 seconds for the local announcers to ram in 
their station breaks, then, as the clock touched eight, 
he moved another handle. 

Once more he had a network, eight stations bigger 
than before, stretching from Halifax to Victoria, 
waiting patiently for whatever should come to it from 
studio L. As the switch clicked home, red lights came 
on in that studio. One of them was directly in Iris 
Van Horn’s line of vision. She lifted her hand, flicked 
out a forefinger at Roger Fry, and the waiting was 
ended. 

Death took his final step before keeping his 
appointment. 

The announcer’s cool, smooth voice said, conver- 
sationally but with a hint of self-importance: “‘ Eagle 
Broadcasting Company presents the eminent journal- 
ist, traveller and commentator, Leland Archer, in his 
nightly review of the news. Mr. Archer—” He sank 
back in his chair, hauled a copy of “The Thin Man” 
from his pocket, and Asta’s paws punched him in the 
stomach. 

Charley Elton spun a knob on his console, cutting 
off the announcer’s mike as a safeguard against 
possible coughs, rustles or snickers. 

Iris Van Horn flicked intent eyes between the clock 
and the pencilled figures in the margin of her script. 

Leland Archer said, as though to no one in par- 
ticular: “Good evening.” He pronounced the second 
word as though it were a process instead of a saluta- 
tion, with three syllables. “‘Today’s meeting of the 
United Nations has made some progress, the great 
liner Queen Elizabeth is plowing at reduced speed 
through 50-foot waves on the North Atlantic, the 
largest dope ring ever discovered in Canada is 

A single, ear-shattering cough blew the next words 
into oblivion. The commentator gasped, coughed 
again, shrieked, “Excuse me!” before he regained 
control of his voice and continued on his well-dis- 
ciplined way. 

The coughs echoed in the control room, but whether 
from the monitor speaker or from somewhere else 
no one at that time considered. 

Iris Van Horn jerked slightly in her chair, made 
a small surprised sound and leaned farther forward 
on her desk. Slowly she turned ahead in her script and 
unsteadily drew her pencil across a page. Her fingers 
relaxed, the pages swished back to cover hand and 
pencil, and Miss Van Horn sat without further 
movement. Once or twice Archer glanced at her for 
timing, but she made no sign. To a seasoned radio 
speaker like Archer this made little difference; he 
forged ahead at his usual gait, made his points in his 
usual dry, unemphatic voice, and finished, as they say 
in radio, on the nose. 

Death, leaving the mark of his presence behind 
him, went on to his next appointment. 


SOMETIME DURING the broadcast Bellamy 
Darrell stopped listening. The dry, slightly monoto- 
nous voice flowed on, but Bellamy abstractedly 


twisted the engineer’s iron ring on his little finger 
and thought about the voice’s owner. A queer man, 
Lel Archer. 

Even as a youth, when he came to Toronto for 
an education at the university’s little Red School- 
house, as the Faculty of Applied Science and Engineer- 
ing was affectionately known, his cold intolerance had 
set him apart from the average freshman. Bellamy 
had been just a year ahead, they had lived in the 
same residence, at first they had been friendly. But 
it was hard to stay friendly with Archer, whose arro- 
gant mind rode roughshod over all opposition. The 
sort of mind, he thought now, which makes a genius 
or a crook. 

Wonder what he’s done since, Bellamy mused, and 
how he wandered into this side of radio. Seems to me 
he did stay with the slip-stick for a while. 

The change in voices as Roger Fry signed off 
recalled him from his reverie. The red lights went out, 
the network moved on to its next pickup point, every- 
one sighed with relief and began to think about what 
next. 

Everyone, that is, but Lel Archer, who obviously 
had his plans made. The last word was scarcely out 
of his mouth before he was slipping his copy into his 
brief case, zipping it shut and hurrying to the door. 
“*Hi, Bell,” he said on his way past. “Sorry I can’t 
stay. Got to chair a meeting.” Head thrust forward, 
long legs flailing, he charged into the corridor and 
was gone. 

Everyone, that is, but Iris Van Horn, who was 
beyond either sighing or thinking and for whom there 
would be no next. Iris Van Horn was dead. Under her 
chair her good red blood, still dripping, had already 
made a dark-gleaming pool on the grey linoleum. 

The lanky Charles Elton was the first to notice. 
He snapped off his amplifiers and turned to Iris. 
“Well, there it goes again. How about some coffee? 
I’m not on till nine, at the playhouse.” 

The girl didn’t move, didn’t answer, and Elton, 
bending over her in alarm, saw her staring, glassy 
eyes. He drew back sharply, his face shocked. Dick 
Holmes, coming from the back of the room, noticed 
the wet glistening patch on the back of Iris’ browa 
jacket. 

““Good lord!” In a moment he put out a hesitant 
finger, touched the wet patch, and knew. “Blood? 
Shot? But there was no shot.”” The newsman, never 
far beneath the surface, came briefly to the top. This 
is a story, he thought—hardly worth a flash, but 
good for the 10 o’clock bulletin. “ But Iris—” he jerked 
open the studio door and shouted “Bellamy!” in a 
voice that almost shattered the microphones. 

Bellamy Darrell had seen Elton’s involuntary start, 
had recognized Iris’ immobility for what it was. He 
stood now just outside the window, taking in every 
detail of the control room with bright green eyes. 

“Shot in the back, eh?” he said, coming in. He 
looked at the two living faces. “But from where? 
Anybody see—no, wait.” He spoke to the engineer. 
“Find a phone that’s private. Call my brother, 
Inspector Quentin Darrell, at headquarters, Tell him 
you’re speaking for me and to come at once, with the 
squad and a doctor. Then come back here.” 

Elton shivered, nodded, and went out. 

“He’s taking it hard,” Bellamy said to Dick. 
“‘That’ll give him a chance to get a grip. Now, where 
did the shot come from?” 

“1 don’t know, Bell. There was no shot while I was 
here.” + Continued on page 82 
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What is Love Anyway? 


By Lorna Francis 


UDY PENNINGTON was lying in the bathtub 

immersed in the bubble bath that she had been 

hoarding since last Christmas. Her head was 

encased in last summer’s bathing cap which she 

had never worn, for last summer she had been 
just 15 and acted, she now realized in her present 
state of maturity, in an awfully childish way about 
bathing caps and things like that. 

Mrs. Pennington rattled the doorknob. “Judy,” 
her voice was mildly exasperated, “what on earth— 
Surely Margie ought to get into the bathroom some 
time on her wedding day. Hustle up out of there.” 

Judy shrugged. For years and years the family 
had pushed and cajoled Judy mto the bathroom. 
Now that she had come to know the joys of luxuriating 
in steamy water and scented soap they were con- 
tinually hounding her out. If it wasn’t Margie it 
was Jim wanting to shape his mustache; or young 
Alfie leaving sailboats where a person fell all over 
them. 

She pulled out the plug with a sigh and dabbed at 
herself with a large green towel leaving a wet expanse 
of back. She removed the bathing cap revealing 14 
curlers and one piece of white rag rolled into a 
sausage of shiny black hair. With a corner of the 
towel she rubbed a clear spot on the misty mirror 
and contemplated her face and her future gloomily. 
What was the use of turning out to be comparatively 
good-looking, not, of course, anything like - the 
wonderful Margie, but passable anyway, when there 
wasn’t the slightest possibility that she would ever 
marry? 

Not, she conceded, that she wasn’t attractive, to 
a certain degree, to boys—or rather men. But what 
men were there in a place like East Dalton? And 
she had no intention of throwing herself away, as 
Margie was doing, on somebody like Dave Elder. 

There was another rattle on the doorknob. This 
time Margie’s voice floated through. ‘For heaven’s 
sake, get out of there, Judy.” 

Judy donned her tufted dressing gown in a Icisurcly 







fashion. There was no sense in spoiling Margie. 
She'd find out when she was married to her Dave 
that the bathroom wasn’t always available, for Dave 
would be gargling. From intimate acquaintance 
with Sally Ann, Dave’s younger sister, Judy knew 
that Dave was an inveterate gargler. She shuddered 
as she slid into scuffed moccasins. What could 
anyone see in a man who gargled? 


SHE WITHDREW from the bathroom, leaving a 
two-tone effect in the bath tub and a damp green 
huddle of towel on the floor. She banged the door 
behind her so that Margie couldn’t help but hear it 
and retired to her own bedroom, 

A sharp whistle, two longs and a short, sounded 
under the window. She raised the sash and poked 
her head out. “What ho!” said a voice below. 

“What ho!” Judy drawled in return. A lanky 
figure in the garden next door raised one leg clad in 
faded yellowish buff over the fence. The rest of the 
pants, highlighted with streaks of black grease, 
followed. A canvas gob’s hat, inscribed “Flying 
Saucer” in bright red paint, sat on the back of his 
head. Judy, after a moment’s judicious considera- 
tion, decided that he needed a haircut. 

“Why, if it isn’t Tim,” she said, leaning on the 
stone sill. 

“In person.” Tim scratched his right hip. ‘Look, 
how long does this thing last?” 

“What thing?” Judy chose to be perverse; she 
knew exactly what Tim meant anytime, with words 
or without them. 

“The wedding and the binge afterward?” 

“TI dunno.” Judy pulled out a curler. The hair 
sprang back to her head like a roller blind on the 
loose. 

“The gang’s going out to Mack’s Barbecue after 
the hop at school. I could come back for you. How’s 
about it?” 

“Tim Stafford, aren’t you coming to the wedding?” 

Tim gave a loud hollow laugh and said nothing. 

Judy felt slightly let down. Without Tim to 
observe her, her triumphal progress as a bridesmaid 


promised to be flat. “The eats are going to be super,” 
she offered hastily. 

“Chicken salad and cold lumps of jelly stuff, I 
bet,” Tim said. “Besides there’s the hop.” 

“Well, of course, if the hop means so much to you, 
count me out.” Judy, with great dignity, removed 
her elbows from the stone sill and promptly dropped 
two curlers. Tim stuffed them in his pocket. 

“I gave you your chance, woman. Adios.” He 
stepped back across the fence. 

“Positive childishness,” Judy snorted aloud with 
a good deal of venom. She popped her head out again. 
“Who are you going to take?” 

Tim snorted and disappeared. 

Judy frowned for a moment. Then with a shrug 
she combed out the little springs of black hair, gave 
it a hasty brush into place and applied two small 
pink velvet bows; strapped on the utterly childish- 
looking pink sandals and ducked, fect first, into a 
cloud of pink net that Mrs. Pennington had decreed 
was to be next winter’s party dress. She applied 
scarlet lipstick in what she hoped was a sensuous 
line, stepped over her tufted dressing gown and went 
down the hall to Margie’s room. 

There were giggles and a sound of tearing paper 
from behind the door. She peeked in and had a 
glimpse of Margie, bathed but still in her old beach 
coat, a pile of letters and pink ribbon on the dressing 
table in front of her. 

“Get that child out of here,”” Margie commanded. 
Sue Hanna, the other bridesmaid, shut the door 
firmly. Judy heard the key turn in the lock. She 
hissed through the keyhole, “I know—you’re tearing 
up Art Fanning’s old letters. You better hurry up 
and get dressed.” 

Secretly Judy thought Margie was a fool. Art 
Fanning was handsome and sophisticated, yet Margie 
had turned him down and was marrying an ordinary 
East Dalton boy she’d known all her life. 

There was further giggling from behind the door. 
Judy shrugged, indicating indifference, and descended 
to the kitchen. 

Annie was giving a last polish to the tea kettle. 


She had asked them all... Mother, Father, Annie 


the cook, and Margie on her wedding day . . . but 
;it was Tim, the boy next door, who helped her find the answer 


to that tantalizing question 


Illustrated by Don Anderson, 


Se Rime tg 





She dabbed at herself with a large 
green bath towel, and contemplated 
her face and her future gloomily. 


“Get out of my kitchen now, Judy,” she said 
sharply. Annie always referred to it as “my” 
kitchen. “You'll get yourself against something.” 
She eyed Judy and found nothing to criticize, 
which was high praise from Annie. 

“I’m going to see Miss Margie married, regard- 
less,” Annie muttered, banging the kettle onto 
the stove, “even if I do have to leave them 
caterer’s men loose in my kitchen.” 

Judy reached under a towel and fished out a 
sandwich. Annie was taking no chances on the 
caterer providing suflicient food. Annie gave her 
a little slap on the back of the hand. “Stop 
cating them things, Judy. Always picking at 
stuff and then won’t eat potatoes at the table. 
Look at my figure, and I eat all I want at the 
table,” 

Judy surveyed Annie’s gaunt figure in expressive 
silence. Still munching she said reflectively, “Why 
do you suppose Margic’s marrying Dave?” 

“In love with him, I| s’pose,” Annie sniffed. 
“"That’s the usual reason that’s given.” 

“Would somebody be kind enough to tell me 
what love is anyway?” Judy observed. 

“| guess,” Annie said, “it’s just somebody you 
feel as if you can’t get along without.” 

“| don’t see,” Judy moved closer to the wedding 
cake that stood apart in solitary splendor, “how 
anybody could fall in love with Dave. Why, 
Annie, she’s known hm all ber life.” Judy empha- 
sized the last words as though that phase epitom- 
ized Margie’s utter imbecility. ‘He isn’t the least 
bit romantic. When I marry—that is,” she sighed 
resignedly, “if I ever do—it’s going to be some- 
body at least six fect tall and dark and handsome 
and a good dancer.” 

“We'll see,” Annie said with a grimace that 
was intended for a grin. 

Judy snagged a piece of icing from down under- 
neath the wedding cake where it didn’t show. 

“Why,” Annie was going on, “Margie’s been 
cut out for Dave Elder since the beginning. They 
always went round together like you do with 
Tim.” She suddenly became aware of what Judy 
was doing and advanced on her flapping her 
apron. “Get out, get out of my kitchen.” 

The grandfather clock in the hall said 6.40; the 
wedding was at 7,30. Caterer’s men were coming 
in the back door, florists were shoving in boxes 
at the front door. There were sounds from the 
storeroom on the third floor. Judy picked her 
way up the stairs holding her long skirt in both 
hands and planting the pink sandals firmly on 
the steps. 


MRS. PENNINGTON, in a long lace gown, was 
at.the back of the storeroom distractedly plucking 
various objects from a barrel. Judy pushed past 
the old dining room chandelier of brass and agate 
glass, the stout standard and big pink shade of 
the discarded piano lamp, the green baize bookcase 
full of discarded dog-eared schoolbooks and con- 
templated her mother. 

““Mum,” Judy picked up her skirt and advanced 
to peer intently into the barrel at a collection of 
old plates, six discarded jelly molds and an 
antiquated clock, “‘Why does Margie want to 
marry Dave?” 

“Dear me!” A vague expression of borror 
crossed Mrs. Pennington’s # Continued on page 80 
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Yowhere to Go! 


“Sunday? Sure it’s fine if you have a nice house 
and good clothes for church and cold drinks for the 
kids when they come in at night. And a gramophone 
and records for them to play. But if you make 
the survey we did in our city among boys and girls, 
police and social agencies, you might decide (as we 
did) that more than half of our young Canadians 
haven’t these ‘normal’ facilities for Sunday enjoy- 
ment today. And then—as one of them from that 
forgotten country on the other side of the tracks put 
it—you can sure talk about ‘gloomy Sunday’ !” 

It’s an important welfare worker speaking. His 
job keeps him moving among young people— 
especially the ones without the nice houses. Like 
many social service groups across Canada his 
organization has found out.that “a place to go” 

¥ 


means more than anything else on Sundays. A home- 
like place, bright and cheerful as possible, open from 
four or five in the afternoon until nine or ten at 
night; with some sort of program and music and 
maybe light refreshments part of the time, and just 
a casual “*Welcome’”’ for the rest. Religious services, 
Friendly Hours and Fireside Circles at Y’s and 
churches are over too soon. Police will tell you 
that while juvenile delinquency does not increase on 
Sundays, a lot of young people loafing around street 
corners and juke joints have plenty of time to cook 
it up in these periods. Hundreds of young people 
questioned in surveys agree. 

Many welfare organizations, especially in larger 
(and lonelier) city areas, believe every youth-serving 
agency should try to sponsor some sort of “open 
house” on Sunday. That churches might consider 
opening their doors to their own and other neighbor- 
hood young people for informal evening programs 
—and really go all out to get them in that important 
“first” time. That parks and other municipal 


departments might increase public facilities for 
skiing, tennis, swimming, band concerts and other 
community-sponsored entertainment. And that 
adult education workers and university student 
groups would be well advised to draw together young 
people of more and less privileged backgrounds for 
discussions together, dramatics, musical programs 
and so on. 

Churchmen are deeply concerned with the problem 
of Sunday activity for young people, and it is one 
of the big subjects now being explored in its every 
angle at interdenominational Protestant conferences. 

Will Sunday recreation take young people away 
from religious services? One faction believes it will, 
and points to dissolving Sunday school classes where 
baseball and other sports are available at nearby 
parks. Others agree with Britain’s Archbishop of 
York that “if a Christian worships and rests on 
Sundays, he can use the rest of the day for whatever 
games and recreation his conscience allows, provided 
he does not cause unnecessary work for others,” 





— 





With Our Canadian Sunday? 


ELL, IS THERE? Apparently not. Who said 
there was? Not the Canadian housewife. She 
likes it best just as it is. She looks upon it as 
a day to relax, to do as one fancies, but chiefly 
a day to keep the family together. 

Yes, Canadian wives seem to like Sunday best 
when it’s cluttered up with father, shirt-tail in or 
out, snoring on the chesterfield or buried in news- 
papers; the children with radio blaring, trailing 
crumbs through the house and unwashed dishes 
through the kitchen. Women like it as long as the 
family is together. They seem to be satisfied with 
Sunday because of the family not in spite of it. 

Chatelaine editors tapped these surprising answers 
via their first questionnaire which went to the 2,000 
members of Chateltine’s Consumer Council—all of 
them housewives, in and out of town, of all ages 
and incomes, from British Columbia to Nova Scotia. 

When asked, do you think there is too much work 
in connection with meal preparation in the home on 
Sunday? four fifths gave an unequivocal “No!” 
Meals and dishes? Oh yes, they’d prefer fewer. 
Some of them could do with more help from father 
and the children, but they are good-humored and 
resigned about it. Change Sunday? Never! One 
woman meekly confesses, ““My Sunday is not par- 
ticularly restful but it’s happy with the family at 
home.” And these answers are heard equally from 
urban and rural residents, small, medium and large 
incomes, young and middle-aged. All in agreement! 

Although Chatelaine Councillors give the impres- 
sion that the old-fashioned Sunday is still inviolable, 
they aren’t stuffy about it. When asked if recreation 
centres should be open on Sunday for young people, 
the majority say “Yes,” for such centres as children’s 
playgrounds, tennis courts, swimming pools, skating 
rinks, libraries, museums, art galleries and public 
concerts. But as for movies, theatres, professional 
sports, they are pretty adamant. Three quarters 
say “No—keep them closed.” The 25% wanting 
them open live mostly in Quebec and British Col- 
umbia, with Quebec a little in the lead, and largely 
among the younger age groups. 

A strong impression gained is that most women 
dislike the thought of money being exchanged on 
Sunday; of others having to labor on Sunday, even 
though they must themselves. Women are cozy 
about their Sundays and want them kept that way. 

A number of women are dubious about Sunday 
visitors although the occasional one rhapsodizes over 
the old-fashioned rural Sunday with relatives pour- 
ing in from all acres. 

When asked for suggestions for making Sunday 
more restful, almost all say “Preparedness.” Cook 





on Saturday. Have things ready. Cut the meals 
to two. Cut out routine. Make Sunday different 
from the rest of the week. They dwell with nostalgic 
delight on picnics in the country; a quiet day for 
reading; listening to the radio; not too much fuss; 
giving a definite sense of shutting off the alarm clock 
and throwing overboard the dull weekday program. 
Some say, “Church for the whole family and a restful 
quiet day from then on.” 

So if there’s something wrong with the Canadian 
Sunday, it isn’t the housewife who’s complaining. 

Some interesting differences show up in connection 
with income. On the question concerning swimming 
pools, tennis courts and skating rinks, 83% with 
incomes over $5,000 want them open, but only 45% 
in the income group of $1,200 and under. The 
difference is greater on the subject of museums and 
art galleries—92% with incomes over $5,000 want 
them open, and only 72% in the income groups of 
$1,200 and under. 
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Not much difference shows up anywhere in urban 
versus rural groups. With age, it varies, depending 
on the type of activity. Tennis and skating. show 
more hands up in the younger age groups, but no 
margin either way so far as libraries, museums, art 
galleries and public concerts are concerned. 

The Canadian divorce rate may be rising; con- 
sumption of alcohol may be on the increase; the 
preacher and psychologist may warn against over- 
sophistication with a plea for a return to the old- 
fashioned way of life, but durned if we can get a hint 
of it from our Councillors! What seems to stand 
out is that the simple way of life isn’t something of 
the past and is due for a long run yet. 

Canadian housewives, whose chores in_ these 
maidless days could be described as dull and monoton- 
ous, like their jobs as homemakers. The fretting 
critics who think everything’s going to the dogs— 
especially home and family life—can go ’way back 
and sit down. 





That’s the crucial point in Canadian thinking 
among teen-agers, social workers and labor organi- 
zations, as well as among women. They don’t want 
an “open” Sunday that will give our day of rest over 
to commercial interests, and lengthen the worker’s 
week or spoil his seventh-day relaxation. Russia, 
20 years ago, tried the “staggered” rest day of a 
Sundayless five-day week and gave it up—returning 
to the traditional week-end for reasons of national 
morale, not religion. 


Sabbath Guardians 


The Lord’s Day Alliance of Canada—guardian of 
Sunday observance—has, somewhat surprisingly, this 
same objective in view. 


“The Lord’s Day Act, which prohibits commer- 
cialized activities, professional sports and open movie 
houses in Canada (except Quebec) is not shaped to 
make the Sabbath holy,” a key official told Chatelaine. 
“Only the individual himself can do that. It is 
designed to make Sunday a day of rest. Worship is 
your own business—an opportunity, a privilege, not 
a command. Tennis courts, swimming pools, beach 
facilities, parks, wading pools, museums, art galleries, 
golf courses, ski runs and libraries are open wherever 
communities desire them to be. There is no law against 
that,” he went on. “The law distinguishes between 
what an individual does in his leisure time and what is 
organized for profit.” 

And this man, who considers the promoters of pro- 
fessional sports and theatrical entertainment on 
Sunday a “vocal minority,” adds another point. 

“If communities can whip up voluntary workers 
and organizations to man parks, playrounds, club- 
rooms and other such places to provide activity and 
leadership for + Continued on page 93 








The Hearthstone 


BY JOAN HUNTLEY 


Illustrated by Jack Bush 


ICHAEL JORDAN’S oxen were nearly as well 

acquainted with that red maple as he was 

himself. They breasted the brow of the steep 

north acre and came to a halt beside the tree, 

whiffling their relief. Michael paused with 
them, mopping his bronzed brow. Fall plowing was 
tough work for man and beast! 

Here it’s October again, thought Michael Jordan. A 
year since first he’d stood by this red maple and seen 
how the strong woods billowed downhill to the far 
bright glimmer of the lake . . . seen how the shining 
thread of the Don parted the forest’s shaggy tresses 
as it flowed south. He'd been with the Rangers then, 
pushing Yonge Street northward up from York; and 
he’d been foraging through the woods when that view 
had halted him. 

Man! ’twas fine. Where in all Upper Canada would 
you find such a farmsite? Eastward the river, west- 
ward the road, and southward that grand view . . . 
beyond the tossing treetops that crystal edging to the 
sky, bright as the satin hem on Beth’s best moss-green 
poplin! Och, sure, the hardwoods stood dense; the 
acres wouldn’t be easy ones to clear. But the thicker 
the forest, the blacker the earth, folks said. And 
wasn’t it the truth now? 

He ought to know! For now, a bare year since, 
there stood his cabin in the tiny clearing on the fore- 
ground slope, with corn stacked among the tree 
stumps. 

I’ve not done badly in a year, thought Michael, 
resting his hand on the steaming flank of his ox. And 
the first six months of it fretted and frittered away in 
getting my discharge from the Rangers and my deed 
to the land. He grinned, recalling how, full of himself 





and his dream, he’d hot-footed back to York, spilled 
the news to Beth, badgered and besieged his captain 
and the Land Office. Things moved at a snail’s pace 
—a snail snarled up in red tape! And Beth big with 
child, and pining to be free of the cramped life of a 
garrison bride. 

Ah, I was but a boy then, Michael thought; a raw 
impatient boy. But now he was a man—21, and a 
father and a landowner! With seven of his hundred 
acres cleared and yielding in a season; and this fort- 
night past he’d been sweating to get the trees off the 
eighth, and feel his plow bite into it. 

Sure and this was the weather for work! The brisk 
autumn breeze made you feel a giant. And to tarry 
here a moment by this red maple, and to watch the 
smoke curl upward from your own hearth fire . . . 

But, hey! That smoke was curling upward with a 
vengeance—billowing up! Too much for one small 
cabin— 

“Mick!” Beth’s voice rang out, sharp-edged with 
panic. 

“Coming!” He sprinted toward the cabin, his 
heart in his throat. Smoke was everywhere—belching 
black out the doorway, snorting up through the vent. 

Beth darted out, Peter in her arms. Michael 
grabbed a bucket from the outside wall and plunged 
it into the rain barrel. His heart sank with the bucket. 
Low water—no rain had fallen for 10 days. 

Pailful by pailful they fought the blaze, splashing 
blindly, bumping heads as they dipped for water. The 
fire was only at the hearth end yet; but the flames 

apping hungrily along the cabin’s raw log walls. 

Choking, eyes smarting, Mick dipped again. The 
pail scraped ominously on the bottom. Half a pail 


—the last of the water! He must surrender to the 
flame. 

“Mick!” panted Beth behind him, “ ’tis fizzling out 
—we’ve won!” 

He rushed in. Only a fretful sputter of embers now, 
and thinning smoke. Quick as it had come, the danger 
was gone. 

“That for ye!” hissed Mick with savage satisfac- 
tion, and hurled down the last of the water. A 
resentful sizzle, and the hearth went black. 


SOBBING FOR breath, he glowered at the sodden 
ashes. “Look now what I’ve done! Slain the hate o’ 
the fire, an’ the kindness with it!” 

“Don’t fret, Mickeen.” But Beth’s voice quivered. 
““A new fire’s a sight easier to build than a new 
cabin, anyhow.” 

Scowling, he served; but his face softened at sight 
of her, standing on the threshold, Peter in her arms. 
Her proud nose was smut-smeared, her auburn hair 
tousled. Her laugh was nearer a sob. 

“You're scared,” he growled. His arm reached 
out to enclose and protect his family. 

“Mickeen,” she laughed as his hard-muscled arm 
reassured her shaking body, “ you should see yourself! 
Your face near as black as your hair—an’ your eyes 
so wildlike, starin’ blie out o’ the blackness. See, 
Pete’s cryin’ again; he'll have no such bogey for a 
dad!” 

“Thank heaven ye can laugh!” Anger still edged 
Mick’s voice. “Saints be praised the boy’s alive to 


cry!” Flinging away from her he slumped into a° 


barrel chair, hands clasped between his knees. “ ’Tis 
disgraced I am entirely,” he groaned. ‘The fire’s 
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burned day an’ night since the cabin raising back in 
March—an’ now it’s died on me. The neighbors’!l 
have the scorn o’ me!” 

“Sure an’ Tom Harding would be proud to loan us a 
shovel o’ fire.” 

“‘T want none 0’ Tom’s told-ye-so!” Mick stormed. 
“Many a time he’s warned me this hearth is a death 
trap—an’ I too stiffnecked to heed.” He got to his 
feet, glowering at the hearth. “Look at it! Fool that 
I am to peril your lives with such a slapdash sling- 
together of mud an’ rubble! But wait, Beth—I’ll 
make this a safe home place yet.” 

“*A safe home place!” she echoed wistfully, glancing 
round at the peeling walls, earth floor and ruined 
hearth. Soot shrouded the brave gay patchwork 
quilts on bunk bed and cradle; the gingham cloth 
cornerwise on the tawny pine table, the posy of wild 
asters in a dimpled bottle, the flour-barrel chairs so 
gallantly upholstered in red homespun. 

“Aye!” She turned on him, chin up, eyes bright. 
“That’s what you’re forever promisin’. First ’tis och! 
when the fields are cleared, an’ then.’tis och! after the 
plantin’ . . . an’ then after the hayin’, an’ then after 
the harvest—an’ lately you’ve talked about clearin’ 
more land against the spring plantin’. An’ only 
yesterday what did ye mention but a better byre for 
the cattle? Cattle!” she snorted. “What o’ your wife 
an’ child, an’ winter on # Continued on page 62 


Well might Beth reproach him for neg- 
lect of her and the house. He had 
pitched battle with the wilderness. “Och, 
but they’re cruel, the trees,” he broke out. 
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High School Huddle 
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By Adele White 


Health and Beauty Editor 


1® ANDMOTHER says this — mother warns 


against that—school nurse has other ideas. How 
s a girl to know just what is true and what ts 
J se regarding her monthly period, familiarly 
Lnown as “the curse’? 
There are still plenty of old wives’ tales floating 
around—tales based on fear and superstition. Some 
tk iaintest go right back to primitive religious 
beliefs when women were considered a little mad 
during the menstrual period, not fit for human 
company, and were consequently isolated, driven off 
m the tribe until the time was over. Although 
s point of view would be laughed down today, 
there are still superstitions based on ignorance- 
superstitions as far-fetched as the old warning to 
housewives never to do “a baking” at this time 
because the pastry would be tough and the cakes 
A good reason for this may have been that 


were impatient and irritable during their 


ildn’t take ordinary care with such 

Other fears have their roots in the living conditions 
of previous generations. Grandmother, for example, 
may consider it positively dangerous to take a bath 
while menstruating. She may warn against hair 
washing and even go so far as to advise her grand- 
daughter not to change her und rclothes. Such 
notions came about as the result of living without 
modern heating and plumbing facilities; when 
bathing was a very chilly ceremony and the drying 
of laundry slow and inadequate. Thus there was 
always the danger of having to wear damp, clammy 
clothes. Habit is strong and grandmother still 


believes such precautions necessary. 

Mother, on the other hand, may feel that exercise 
is a bad thing. She was brought up with the idea 
that menstruation is an illness perhaps refers to it 
as being “‘under the weather” or “sick.” Therefore, 
she regards with the greatest apprehension her 
daughter’s tendency to keep right on playing games 

when according to tradition she should be sitting 
with her feet up, nursing a hot-water bottle. 

But modern medical science is inclined to agree 
with daughter. Some girls discover that exercise 
actually helps to get the flow started by relaxing 
muscles which, when knotted, often result in 
“cramps.” Once the flow is steady there is seldom 
any feeling of discomfort. Whether exercise is a 
good or bad thing during the period is a matter for 
each girl to decide individually. If certain games 
should cause a too profuse flow, she knows she had 
better call a halt. Very strenuous sports such as 
sadminton, tennis singles, high jumping or the sort 
of stunts performed in a school gym had best be 
avoided, because the uterus, which is free moving 
and attached by bands of ligaments, is engorged 
lood at this time and heavier than usual, so 
too much exertion may put a strain on these ligaments. 
Some girls find they can play games for fun but as 
soon as there is keen competition, the emotional 
tension involved is disturbing and may even cause 
cessation of the flow. : 





The majority, however, can carry on with their 
usual activities without harm to themselves. Swim- 
ming is not advised, but more from an esthetic point 
of view than from any physical consideration. 

“Don’t be an invalid” is doctors’ advice. “Your 
period is not an illness—it is a normal physiological 
process and unles$ some abnormal condition exists 
it should not be accompanied by acute pain or dis- 
comfort.” After all, the chances are a girl will have 
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Here’s gossip for girls only! We're sorting 
out old fancies and fables from modern 
facts concerning that problem time in every 


girl’s calendar — her menstrual period 


menstrual periods for more than half the years of her life—so the 
easier she makes it for herself, the less trouble; the more health 
rules she knows, the happier she will be. 


What is menstruation? Menstrual periods begin at the time 
of puberty when a special hormone is manufactured by the ductless 
glands to prepare the uterus, each month, for a possible pregnancy. 
The lining of the uterus is enriched and softened to receive and 
nourish a fertilized ovum. When pregnancy does not occur, this 
hormone temporarily ceases to be produced and the lining of the 
uterus comes away—passes out through the vagina. The organs 
are so arranged that the flow is always downward and is self- 
cleansing. After this period of discharging waste material, the 
whole menstrual cycle starts all over again. 

Menstruation is one of the first signs that a girl possesses the 
potential ability to produce children. 


Health Rules: There are certain actual and common troubles 
which accompany menstruation—such as the tightening and 
tenderness of breasts, especially at the beginning of the period. 
As long as this is recognized as quite normal it shouldn’t cause 
concern. Also, there is sometimes a bloated feeling in the abdomen 

unpleasant but not a danger signal. It helps to wear looser 
bras and girdles and to go on a light diet, avoiding overly rich 
foods. Many girls find that skin eruptions are more prevalent 
the reason perhaps is a slightly slowed-down metabolic rate, as 
metabolism is closely associated with skin health. But this is only 
a temporary condition; after the first few days the complexion 
should improve. 

It is also a common belief—perhaps due to the bloated feeling 
—that constipation is more apt to occur during menstruation. 
There is no physical basis for this idea with the exception of a 
slightly lowered blood pressure which might result in a certain 
lethargy of the system. To be constipated at this time, however, 
will cause added discomfort. By eating plenty of the right foods 
all the time—foods such as whole-wheat cereals, fruits, vegetables; 
by drinking fruit juices and lots of water and by regular habits of 
living, constipation can usually be overcome. It is much better 
to treat it this way than by constantly dosing with laxatives. 
The teen ages are the time to establish good routine for all such 
normal body functions. 


Bathing: A daily bath in a comfortably warm room is a necessity. 
A shower is best, if available. If not, and if you don’t like the 
idea of getting into a tub at this time, a sponge bath can substitute. 
Scrupulous cleanliness will help prevent unpleasant body odor, 
which may be more apparent to others than to oneself. Hair 
washing is perfectly safe as long as hair is thoroughly dry before 
going outdoors. 

The bathroom and surrounding air should be kept at body 
temperature. The chief danger to avoid is sudden changes which 
may affect circulation, cause cramps or start a cold. 


Plenty of Rest: Just before and during the first days of a 
period, most girls find their nerves inclined to be jumpy. They 
feel tense and irritable; small frustrations which ordinarily wouldn’t 
rate more than a shoulder shrug, may cause a temper tantrum. 
It’s fine for families to make allowances for these emotional upsets 
— it’s finer still for the girl to, take a grip on herself, realizing that 
it’s only a passing phase, due perhaps to a slight disbalance of 
ductless glands~ (they’re the hormone-producing ones). Plenty 
of rest is the best antidote for jitters. Avoid too many late dates 
and arrange to get at least eight hours’ sleep each night. 


Escapist Tactics: As we said, families should try to make 
life as smooth as possible for daughter or sister at this time of the 
month. But some girls make it an excuse to rule the roost. They 
behave like prima donnas and insist upon getting their own way 
in every little thing. One of the problems with which parents and 
teachers are faced is to decide whether a girl really feels badly 
enough during her period to skip school and shirk chores. 

“It’s remarkable,” said a dean of a girls’ residence, ““how some 
girls are totally incapacitated—especially around examination time. 
They feel much too ill to write their papers, but they make a most 
miraculous recovery if a party turns up that same evening.” 

This would seem to be a matter between the girl and her con- 
science. If shé skips exams, if she plays ill to avoid unpleasant 
tasks, she will do herself most harm. She may form slovenly, 
self-pampering habits which can cause 4 Continued on page 48 
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and glad of it! 


LMOST every woman 
wants to look differ- 
ent. A sweet little 
blonde wants to be 

a sloe-eyed black beauty 
and a vivacious brunette 
wants to be an exciting 
redhead; and if either is 
tall, she invariably wants 
to be short. 

Well, there is a good 
chance for the blonde to 
turn black, the brunette ; 
to turn red. The beauty parlors have 
taken care of that. But for a gal who 
is long and lanky, she’s that way and 
she’s stuck with it. I’ve been five feet, 
ten and a half inches since | was 14, and 
I know. 

There is hardly a tall girl today who 
hasn’t at one time or another gone 
through tortures over her redundant 
inches. Well-meaning relatives are often 
the worst offenders when it comes to 
making the tall youngster wish she could 
do an Alice-in-Wonderland through the 
nearest keyhole. 

My mother, to the contrary, never 
made anything unusual out of my 
height. She was five feet eight and dad 
was over six feet, so it was to be expected 
that I’d be a tall one too. Mother did 
stress good posture, though. Long, hours 
she made me walk up and down in 
front of the living room mirror keeping 
my shoulders straight, chin up and 
tummy in. It seems to me now that I 
spent my youth in front of that con- 
founded mirror. 

But the time spent perfecting my 
posture paid off well. When I was 
afflicted with a spinal curvature (all too 
often the fate of the girl who grows too 
fast) my correct posture did much to 
assist in treating the condition. Even 
after several months in bed on a fracture 
board, this early training didn’t desert 
me. I was‘able to walk erect, and the 
“head high” discipline stuck with me 
through the first trying weeks, when I 
again took my place in classes. 

I’ve always wanted to scream when 
I hear a nice, average-size woman 
comment on a round-shouldered tall 
girl. It goes something like this: “‘Isn’t 
it a shame she stoops like that to hide 
her height. She would be so much better 
looking if only she would straighten up.” 

Take it from me, you Happy Average, 
no tall girl stoops to hide her height. 
Unless she had posture dinned into her 
during the growing years, she will 
become round-shouldered as a matter 
of course. Try growing six to eight 
inches in one year and see how much 
strength you have left to keep those 
extra inches on the up and up. 





By 
Freda Fitzpatrick 
Woodhouse 


As a general rule those 
extra inches don’t bother 
a tall girl during the early 
high-school years. She 
may even receive a cer- 
tain satisfaction in always 
being chosen as centre for 
the basketball team; in 
being able to start her 
algebra problems at the 
top of the board and-finish 
them on the same section 
without poaching on her 
neighbor’s territory; at 
being asked to pin the angel to the top 
of the Christmas tree. 

But the tall girl does begin to feel 
her height when she starts dating for 
school dances. and has to dance with 
the slower-growing sex. For my first 
school dance I had mother make me 
an evening dress. Much against her 
wishes I insisted on a very full skirt 
to hide my long legs; a wide peplum to 
cut my height; and a frilly collar to 
disguise my long neck and bony shoul- 
ders. I must have been a sight. My 
escort (who incidentally grew to be well 
over six feet) was only a couple of inches 
shorter than I, but in my unhappy 
imagination he seemed to be Lilliputian. 

1 even wore white running shoes that 
night trying to cut my height down, 
and praying the long skirt would cover 
them. My history teacher, whom I had 
intensely disliked up to that evening, 
forever had a place in my heart. He 
asked me to dance and HE was taller 
than I! 

I carried my height obsession with me 
through school and then into business, 
Unthinking friends and business as- 
sociates did much to contribute to it. 
I think there should be a Society for 
the Prevention of Cruel Remarks to 
Tall Girls. I would like to slay every 
person who has ever asked me: “ How is 
the air up there?” After you have 
mastered your tall complex you can 
come back with some pert quip, but 
while you are still in the agonizing throes 
of “being too tall’’ those remarks cut, 
and cut deep. 


WHAT REALLY changed my life was 
a chance reading of a magazine article 
advising the tall girl to capitalize on her 
height. Be glad (it said) you are head 
and shoulders above your friends; wear 
high heels, tall hats, straight slim lines 
with striking jewelry. Hold your head 
in the clouds; walk tall; be proud of 
your inches. 

I went all-out on that advice. I 
bought pumps on spikes, a mammoth 
handbag, a skinny suit and a sweeping 
beret. I never felt better in my life, 

# Continued on page 59 
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Canada’s 16,000 teachers who do their work in Little 
Red Schoolhouses like this are getting a new deal— 
at least in salaries—68% higher since 1941. 


By Lotta Dempsey 


S TEACHING a job for old maids? Is it a dead 

end, socially and financially? Does it mean 

spending your days in dreary surroundings, at 

boring work, and your evenings wishing you 

could behave as though you were young and full 
of life and enjoyed the things other girls and women 
your age do—while you sit in a rented room in some- 
body’s boarding house and read good books? 

The answer is NO. 


The reason we bring up all these unhappy ideas 


Larger units of education, like the new-style country school near Bracebridge, 
Ontario, will give rural children a better chance. And may persuade 


teachers to stay longer than present 1.8 years in Canada’s country schools. 


It's the Happy Profession for kindergarten teacher Olive Dilworth in Toronto's ultra- 
modern Sunnylea School. Mrs. Dilworth met her husband when both were taking summer 
school courses. Attractive woman principal, M. M. Peden (also married) drops in for visit. 


about the profession more Canadian girls between 
16 and 24 work at than any other (yes, that’s right!), 
is because they keep coming in to us. Chatelaine 
On-the-Job, our new department for giving you ideas 
about some of the 20,000 different kinds of work 
which people in Canada can do, and where you 
might be happiest and most useful, gets more enquiries 
from high-school girls about teaching than anything 
else. Which is natural. Of our some 60,000 teachers, 


only 28.27 —a little more than a quarter—are men. 


With their normal interest in children, their aptitude 
for drawing them out, and their patience and delight 
in watching small successes develop into a deep 
stream of progress—thousands of Canadian girls are 
“born” teachers. They feel that way about it, too. 
ere 

“I'd like to teach... but can I have any fun?” 
or... “Will I meet any men?” or . . . “Can I make 
enough money to travel a bit and live pleasantly 
and buy decent clothes?” or ...“‘Is there a chance 
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Canada needs 7,000 new teachers in the next two 
years. Can you qualify? Is it a worth-while profes- 
sion? This is the first in a series of conscientious 


reports on career futures for Canadian girls, under- 


taken by our new department: Chatelaine On-the-Job. 


to gel anywhere at all in the teaching profession?” 

That’s the way the queries go. 

The answer is a large red-letter YES. 

But we’re glad you didn’t ask us 10 — or even five 
—years ‘ago! 

For with the possible exception of the field of 
nuclear physics, there are more rapid changes taking 
place in the science and structure of the whole 
educational system than in any other area of Canadian 
life today. Even the tireless Dominion Bureau of 


It really is a rest room at Sunnylea, where teachers 
may gather, telephone, have tea, smoke if they wish. 
Children love gay-colored dresses worn by staff. 
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Alert young teachers attending summer school course in phys- 
ical education are far cry from fictitious “old maid” type. 


2 
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. Teacher, children have more 
freedom in movable-seat class- 
room at Sunnylea. Story-telling 
for one group at project table. 


Teacher Lamoine West, Niag- 
ara, discusses guidance course 
with Director H. R. Beattie at 
the Toronto summer school. 





Statistics (Education Branch) prefaces a documentary 
just-off-the-press report with an apologetic “Our 
material has a tendency to be rather out-of-date by 
the time it is published.”” Does this sound like the 
static teaching profession as your parents knew it? 

Of course, it has taken a few Bikini-type explosions 
to change things (and more to be expected in many 
areas). There was the discovery that 30,000 teachers 

half the number now in the profession— left their 
desks for other jobs during the war, many of them 











Mr. and Mrs. Teacher—the Dilworths, 
on same Toronto staff, enjoy working, 
relaxing, in their attractive bungalow. 





vowing never to,return. There is the 
realization that 1,660 classrooms are 
closed, across the country, because there 
is no one to ring the bell. Others are 
jammed to twice and three times their 
normal numbers. .And there are 7,900 
unqualified men and women, girls and 
boys (many of them of early high-school 
or Grade Eight standing) .téaching 
school because there is no one better 
qualified to do it. 

Frightening? Yes, but the situation 
is finally beginning to frighten the right 
people. The Little Red School House 
—especially the one which never did 
get painted except in the movies and 
the story books, and was rotting and 
rusty with decay—has been spotlighted 
in newspapers, magazines, radi, parlia- 
ment, women’s. clubs, and “in the 
increasingly powerful ‘ranks of the 
teacher-organizations everywhere in the 
country today. 

Teaching the lost profession? Not 
any more. It’s on the public band- 
wagon, and if you get aboard, you'll 
hear the trumpets playing and the 
politicians shouting and the authorities decrying. 
What is more important, you'll hear that deep-toned 
anger which can rise in the throat of a democracy— 
the sound of a people beginning to understand, to be 


stirred, to ACT. 


LET’S TALK about you, and how and why you 
chose a profession. Here you are, along with your 
friends or sisters, soon to be a part of that army of 
150,000 boys and girls who Continued on page 91 
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station in the early-summer afternoon and read the little 

message her mother had tucked in her purse. She needed it 

now. Not enough to remember that her mother had told her a 

half hour ago, “‘Keep punching, Kathryn. Remember, life 
begins at 33.” Too much temptation right now to turn around and 
go home. Her car that was taking her to Joan Wheaton’s week-end 
party had broken down halfway out. It was like fate stepping in to 
tell her that she needn’t go, needn’t endure the misery of facing 
people. What did it matter that Joan was sending someone to pick 
her up; she still had time to get away. Hail a ride back to town and 
phone Joan again. I’m ill, | can’t come, |... So she knew it was time 
for her mother’s letter. 

She read it slowly, willing it to stiffen her courage.“ Kathryn, you 
can get Douglas back. You say he just got bored with you. Well, 
unbore him. Give yourself a new outlook. Develop yourself. Tell 
Joan Wheaton first thing that you want that job she offered you. 
That’s a starter. The trouble is you made yourself Douglas’ 
shadow and nothing else. Stand on your own feet and get to be a 
person, and you can get him back.” 

Kathryn read the letter through twice, and for a little while it 
actually did make her hopeful again. But after she put it away, the 
hope receded like a great wave running out from a barren beach. 

It was a lazy still afternoon, with the sun beating its pleasant 
warmth on the filling-station gravel, and the countryside sweeping 
off into woods and fields wherever one looked. Kathryn stood beside 
the red pump, looking young and misleadingly gay in the summery 
frock that the breeze shaped against her long lithe legs, holding over 
her head a froth of sunshade which she had bought months ago in a 
blithe moment. Why am I going? she asked herself. Why be 
miserable in a crowd when she could just as well be miserable by 
herself? She looked at the white puffs of cloud in the sky and at the 
distant bluffs, and her throat started to throb. If it could be an 
autumn day, but not summer like this . . . Summer was too full of 
memories. Feeling the sun on her arm made her see Douglas in 
white slacks and jersey coming down the lawn to the tennis court, 
sitting on the terrace of their country house. Her house now. As if he 
needed to have given her that, as if she cared about having it when he 
wasn’t in it, as if she ever wanted to go back east again. 

After three months it was as bad as at first. Even now, divorced 
from him, she thought about Douglas almost constantly. She would 
wake up in the morning in the sunlit south bedroom of the house she 
had left years ago to be married, and from dreaming a cruel dream of 
their being still together she would pass into that mental state that 
was habitual now, thinking about him, wondering where he was in 
South America, how his work was going, whether he was really as 
happy without her as he had believed he would be. Sometimes, 


Som HARRISON stood in front of the roadside filling 


“Tomorrow I’m going to be embarrassed remem- 
bering this,” Kathryn said. “If I ever meet you 
on the street, I’ll probubly look the other way.” 
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cutting flowers in her mother’s garden, she would pretend that in 
another minute he would come around the corner of the house, his 
blue eyes giving off an electric vigor, his dark hair rising in a thick 
impatient crest above his lined forehead, his white teeth showing in 
that smile that had helped to take him—and her along with him— 
from an ordinary beginning in this western city to big business in 
the east. 

Yes, it was as bad as ever. Too many memories. The two rings in 
her jewel case that told her Douglas once had loved her. The gifts of 
perfume, lingerie, that called up precious words he’d said . . . “You 
did me proud today, Kathryn. Who’d ever guess you were a gawky 
little homespun hick in your kid days?” . . . “Thanks, darling, for 
looking like a million this evening.” 

And the closetful of clothes that so few months ago she had 
bought for South America. Reminders that she hadn’t been aware 
she was starting to lose him, that she was ceasing to offer him any- 
thing. Reminders of the black hour when he had sat down and told 
her, ‘‘ Kathryn, this is a mean time to break it—but why haven’t you 
figured it out for yourself, darling? We aren’t. giving each other 
anything. It’s time we both went free .. .” 


THROUGH A daze of pain Kathryn saw a car drive up to the 
filling station. A man of about her own age, burned in the face, 
lean-jawed and pleasant-looking, reached across to push open the 
door, calling out, “Mrs. Harrison?’ Kathryn closed her sunshade, 
picked up her week-end bag and got in beside him. 

“My name is Dan Fletcher,” said the man. He added, smiling, 
“And I'll be switched, but Mrs. Wheaton didn’t say you’d look 
anything like this.” 

Kathryn hooked her parasol cord over her wrist, her head down. 
“How did she say I’d look? Like someone to be handled tenderly 
and talked to cheerfully and not allowed any of her usual morbid 
silences?” 

He seemed surprised. And yet she was sure Joan would have told 
him her history. Joan wouldn’t leave a guest in such dangerous 
ignorance of a week-end companion. She looked up. He was waiting 
to see her face, and he took the trouble to examine it quite carefully 
before he answered. Odd-colored eyes he had. Or rather his face was 
burned such an Indian brown that one couldn’t be sure if they were 
hazel or green or any color at all. 

“Why, certainly not,” he said. “It’s just that I expected the 
smartness and prettiness in different proportions. Less prettiness, if 
you see what I mean. But she warned me you’d be something to 
look at. I wasn’t to come back with someone in mended slacks and a 
basket on her arm. And I wasn’t to make any passes at you.” He 
paused, and then added: “That, I might, explain, is just a joke 
between us. I don’t make passes at women, however great the 
temptation.” 

They were driving up the highway now. Kathryn was staring out 
the window. Suddenly she looked around. Her face was pale under 
the make-up that Rose at the beauty salon had applied so artistically. 
“Mr. Fletcher-—would you turn around and take me back. I’m 
sorry. I can’t go after all. If you'll just # Continued on page 34 
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Introducing 


The \ew Director 
Chatelaime Institute 


HE publishers and editors of Chatelaine are 

happy to announce the appointment of Maric 

Holmes as director of Chatelaine Institute, 

succeeding M. Lois Clipsham who has resigned 

because of ill health. Miss Holmes’ new duties 
begin this month, and starting with the November 
issue her name will appear regularly in the pages of 
this magazine where she will report to the housc- 
keepers of the nation, discuss with them their daily 
problems of home management, nutrition, cookery, 
and investigate for them the ever-expanding field of 
new equipment, new techniques. 

A wealth of experience in both home economics 
and journalism, and a personal breadth of interests 
and outlook, fit Miss Holmes uniquely for this 
important post. For more than 10 years she has 
been cookery editor of The Toronto Daily Star, 
forging friendly links with thousands of readers 
throughout Ontario. She is Canadian-born, a graduate 
of the household science teachers’ course, and a 
past president of the Toronto Home Economics 
Association. One of her first positions was as dietitian 
and nutrition advisor for a large day nursery and 
settlement centre—and out of this experience she 
developed a concern for child health and welfar« 
which has never slackened. 

She has travelled widely in Canada, the United 
States and Europe, and always with the questing 
mind eager for new facts and impressions. Het 
cookbook, “Food From Market to Table,” which has 
had wide distribution throughout the Dominion, has 
been described as one of the most comprehensive 
and valuable productions of the kind, reflecting as 
it does the author’s thorough knowledge of her 
subject, careful first-hand research and direct, skilful 
manner of presentation. She is familiar with -the 


& 


Marie Holmes 


who this month becomes the 
Director of Chatelaine Insti- 
tute, and editor of the house- 
keeping pages in Chatelaine. 


medium of radio too, hyn Tics O 

talks over a coast-to-ceast ; “How to 
Buy,” based on special stiidy of food grading_and- 
inspection, marketing centres and distributing 


methods. And in addition to such outstanding / 


work as a food authority, she is herself a charming 
hostess, a practicing homemaker, familiar with the 
whole routine of modern housekeeping as it confroxits 
the busy woman today. 

From the new director of Chatelaine Institute 
comes this special message to all our readerst 

“For you, this first month of the fall seasog is the 
beginning of another homemaking year. For\me, it 
is the beginning of a new relationship with yoy—an 
intimate friendship as between homemakers, which, 
I hope, will bring benefits to you and to me ds any 
friendship should. In assuming the directorship of 
Chatelaine Institute, | welcome the opportunity of 
becoming better acquainted with old friends And 
look forward with pleasure to making new ones. 

“You know, the role of homemaker can be an 


exgiting and satisfying career for any woman. It is 


Z All in the way you approach it. True, just a few 


decattes ago cooking and cleaning were pretty much 
of a chore. But T ly, that is all in the past. 
Today, prepayfng meals andNaanaging ome are 
simplified and made more interesting by intensive 
world-wide /research. Every day scientists are dis- 
covering ways to streamline homemaking. You see 
this in the few cleaning and laundry equipment, the 
modern range, the refrigerators and freezers now 
coming off the assembly lines. Research staffs of 
processing plants are developing food products 
designed/ to amaze you with their time-saving, as 
well as their nutritive and flavor values. 

‘And so in the months ahead we of the Institute 
plan t¢ keep you abreast of what’s new in cooking 
and hqusekeeping. It is my hope that the experience 
of mf staff and myself combined with the many 
resfurces of the Institute will provide you with 
inspiration and practical assistance in your career of 
homemaking.— Marie Holmes.” 


A view toward one end — 

of the two Institute — . 
kitchens. Here all 
trition value, flavor, tex- _ 
ture, cost. New equip- 


ment and appliances _ 
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THE SECRET OF THIS CHICKEN SOUP? 


Hit, 775 WW YOaR SPOON / 


LOOK FOR THE RED-AND-WHITE LABEL 


the delicious taste of chicken fills 
the golden gleaming broth. Your 
every sip says “Mmm, chicken!” 


the fluffy rice that makes this 
chicken soup so extra nourishing 
is steeped in the chicken broth. 


tender pieces of chicken, both 
white meat and dark, are meas- 
ured in with a generous hand. 


Made with plenty of chicken . . . chickens 
simmered slowly to bring out all their rich, full flavor. 
That’s the real secret of Campbell’s Chicken Soup, 
and that’s why folks like it so much. Have it soon ! 
KINDS TO CHOOSE FROM . . . Asparagus * Bean with Bacon * Beef 
Beef Noodle * Bouillon * Celery * Chicken with Rice * Chicken Gumbo 
Chicken Noodle * Clam Chowder * Consommé * Cream of Mushroom 


Ox Tail * Pepper Pot * Scotch Broth * Tomato * Vegetarian Vegetable 
Vegetable * Vegetable-Beef 


Made by Campbell's in Canada 
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Unlock the favour 


wits rrez-azunninc WINDSOR SALT! 


EVEN though you cy emoy cocking, ‘the ncking 
* 2 meci is so snail moctter. You must sicn it frst 
sreocre the ‘cod ... ¢o the acudi cocking . .. 
set the tubie ... serve the meai. 'f ail adds up! Yer 
your efforts can resuit in a duil, ciscpcomting meci, 
* yow forget the smpijest touch of cil _ _ . the sci. 
Sait, to bring to life ... to sharpen . ‘c umack ‘he 
full, och, ccen Favour cf Suitery com, scvoury 
mects, veqefuties, saiccs avery ‘and of food. 


So much degends on the scit, and W'NOSOR is 
the scit oc depend cn. Cancetc : Tousewrves, famous 
for expert cocking, fave ciways counted on 
WINDSOR SALT fer woreme surity, free--unning 
quciifies, and enhancement cr 
fine toed taveur. 


@emember, the fcvour is 
aiwevs there: suf f tckes fcr 
gnc: cf scit to unioce if So 
wren vou crcder soit, crcer Te 
fmest _.. WINDSOR! 


As he 

ound a certaim com! 

lalking to a stranger re 

tions. You discussed 

a stranger and, w 

you advice, you 

th fim a3 you minmzht 
d. You listened. Or ma 
2use of the kind of strang 
wy mere thougntiui 


were, ang more u 


aren't licked, Mrs. H 
as saying. “Tf don’t k 
2Dout Sut no one 
cn \OOKINE 2s pr 
be lucked. If 
ng you such a b 
nd on it hard. Understand?” 
at her. He was smiling, and 
hus very dark face 
taat was fetther too 
studiousiv impersonal. 
[ll land on it hard,” said 
was thinking she couldn’ 
ost her sense of hu 
imading Wry amusement 
' thes stranger carrying 
a for her mother, 
grving the frnal little 
Dusn oft encouraze- 
ment. 

He dropped her a 
few minutes later at 
the Wheatons’.“ To- 
morrow ['m gorng to 
De embarrassed, re- 
membering this,” 
said Kathryn, as she 
stepped out under 


were immccuicte, 


the weeping willows 
that lined the drive. 


cCOmmonDpicces 


“If I ewer meet you 


m the street, rll 
probably leok the 


ther wav. 
os > 
No vou wont 


said Dan Fletcher. 
“Because if you do, 
Pu step right in 
front of you and 
SY. , Hello, Mrs. 
Harrison, I'm Dan 
Fletcher remem- 
ber me” 


* All right, th 


won 


She Smile 
seemed umbe: 
oly a few mimutes a¢ 

the verge of MA 

th tears. Raght o 

Her mother’s 
pep taix, | 

She turned to ¢ 

” ,00d-Dar, Nir. Fletcher. 7 
i thanks for the lift.” 
she walked away from 

That Last im Owo ways. 
> she did when si 
was to tell Joan Wh 
eady to take a job. Joan 
sIFR, Was ub the Krtcn 
MUeC Laruniase wit 
IMits Of Detter and 
1% them inte we water. Jean 
xe-Doned Diond woman, I) wears 
than Kathryn, bat wath enough 
vitality to match amv age. She r 
CMpPhOV ent agemey : town, ra 
lawver husband, cam the farm its 
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Sinden Batis a aes: 


He asks me 


to write, Mother... 


and send him some 


snapsho ts too” 


When a letter gets to the point 
of enclosing snapshots—and 
asking for some in return—a 
certain young man is thinking 
things over... 

Romance!—that’s the way it 
begins, millions of times over. 
Snapshots so she can see him 
again, and won’t forget. And the 
little pictures she sends—why, 
they are the girl! 

Make some new snapshots— 
right now, this week. It’s so easy to 
make grand snapshots with Kodak 
Film, so easy to keep the record 
up to date... CANADIAN Kopak 
Co., Limrrep, Toronto 9, OnT. 


Made in Canada 
Kodak Film... 


the film in the 
yellow box 


“a 
snapshots outdoors = 


ak Verichrome Film 


For snapshots indoors at night — 
Kodak Super-XX Film 
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‘Carnation 


OOD 8tavy! More than that, j 
because it’s made with rich 
heat-refined and homogenized to su 
to surprise you with a mar 
little Sausages... 
And use Carnati 
milk-tich dishes 


t's superlatively good 
. gra 7 
undiluted Carnation Milk 
, Pet-creamy smoothness. __ 
velous velvet blend! Enjoy it with spicy 
aie ed chicken, or hamburger. 
: e soeey mashed potatoes, in ,// 
* + 40f that incomparable velvet blend! 


VELVET-CREAM GRAVY 


So smooth and Savory! 


4 CUP Sausage or meat 
4 cup flour 


4 teaspoon salt 


drippings 2 teaspoon powdered Sage 
teaspoon Worc estershire sauc 
cup vegetable liquic 7 
cups Carnation M 
1 in flour and seasonings. Add ]j 
over low heat until thick 
ence, gravy may be max 


1 
1 
3 
1 = 
4 teaspoon pepper ales 

ie aac ae uk, undiluted 
Milk. Stir constantly 


quid and Carn 
' > ss ation 
cups. For conven and bubbling. Makes 21 
dein Pan usec oe ee 


i for COOKing sausages 


WRITEfor the ‘ 


‘Velvet Blend Book” 
—to Carnatior re 


, of excit 
» Company, Ltd 
1., 


ing new recipes 
Yoronto or Vancouver 


or 
your doctor about a for- 


OL dhby , 
safe, nourishing, d 


ilk, now irrad 1 
' I lated to 
vitamin D per pint—a milk eve 


igestible 
400 units of 
ry doctor knows. 


oo ed 
. 
Ss 
e LY, ! 


Se aces 
a 
TUNE IN the Carnation Si 
Monday evening, coast-to- 
networks, for 
Buddy Clark, 


celebrities. 


“Contented Hour,” every 
coast, Dominion and NBC 
music by Percy Faith, songs b 
ond guest performances by enustcad 


“From Contented Cows’ 


| understanding tor people less sturdily 


lirst question was, 


equipped, and her 
“Are you sure, Kathryn? Heaven knows 


I can use you, but don’t decide on some 


impulse you'll regret. 

“Oh, TIL regret it all right, 
Kathrvn. “As soon as | get home. But 
Once | 


said 


that’s why I’m saying tt. 


promise, I can’t back out.” 

“Okay. You’re a working woman, as 
of next Monday!” 

The 
badly. 
of whom she knew 


hours that followed didn’t go 
She met the other guests, most 
though she had 
avoided seeing them since her return 
from the east, played some tennis, 
danced, even managed to speak lightly of 
her marital status. 

That night when she was putting up 
the bedroom window in the darkness, 
listening to the distant lowing of cattle 
that, for all she knew, could be some ot 
Dan Fletcher’s herd, she took stock of 
herself honestly for the first time. She 
knew that her mother was right in saying 
she’d made herself Douglas’ shadow. 
It all went back years and years. She 
had been 18 they 


married. Her highest ambition had been 


when were first 


merely to have a nice home, to see 


Douglas work up a successful legal 


town. But 
Douglas had gone beyond that, she had 


practice here in when 
taken care to keep in step with him. 
From a tall gauche girl with eager grey 
eyes she had t volv ed 
into asmooth, know- 
ingly groomed wo- 
man who could fit 
gracefully into any 
expensive setting. 
Douglas had 
changed, and she 
had changed with 
him. lover: 

The only trouble, 
she knew now, was 
that in so doing she 
had lost her 
identity, 
Douglas’ shadow, 
just as her mother 
had said. 

She clenched her 
hands 
in shame now think- 
ing of it. Yes, she 
had learned how to 


own 


become September, 


mown, 


ember 


strong slim 


member— 


was done? 


dress cleverly, how 
bridge, how to seat 
important guests at dinner, how to con- 


to play expert 
verse lightly about important things and 
take small things too importantly. She 
had learned everything excepting that 
she had a mind and wasn’t using it. For 
years she had been Douglas’ walking 
shadow, taking everything he said for 
gospel, echoing his opinions. No wonder 
he’d been bored. 

She turned away from the window at 
last and went to bed. For a while, lying 
there in the darkness, she thought again 
that she would give up. But just fora 
little while this trme. Her morale was 
more resilient tonight. She drifted off 
to sleep thinking how Dan Fletcher had 
told her, “You aren’t licked, Mrs. 
Harrison,” and how her mother had 
said with such conviction, “Kathryn, 
you can get Douglas back.’ She knew 
now she was going to work hard on her- 
self, fight hard to make him want her 


back. 


In the morning, when she was watch- 





ing Joan feed her springer spaniel puppies 
on the back law n, she saw Dan Fletcher 


once more. Dressed in denim trousers 


and work shirt, he brought the day’s Kathryn reached across the table wi! ; 


MEADOW 


By MARION LINEAWEAVER 


Daisy, buttercup, vetch and clover, 
Windy meadow, gentle and fair, 
Meadow to walk with a laughing 


Laugh, promise, and talk it over; 
Hope is in season, free as the air. new 


But summer is old on the first of but 
The wind is a sigh, the meadow is 
Stubble to walk on and look for an 
Of loving and longing. Try to re- 


What did we lose while the haying 


supply of milk. She joined him at 
steps. 

“T’ve been ribbing Joan about gett 
her dairy goods from another farn 
when she has a farm of her own,” 
said cheerfully, and hoped he would 
refer back 
and he didn’t. 

“You call this plutocratic estate a 


understanding and not 
vesterday 


farm?” he smiled. “* Mrs. Harrison, you 
must come over some time and see a 
real one.” 

“Mm, | know. Joan’s been telling me 
about you. The bright boy of ag college. 
What kind of prize hogs do you raise? 
Dorem? Durem?—” 

““No, that’s a kind of wheat. 


You'll see them too. 


Duroe. 
Will you come?” 
“Yes, | certainly will,” she said, and 
made a resolution to go> at all costs. It 
her life as Mrs, 
cornfields and 
but from now on she was 
going to open her mind to everything. 


was a far cry from 
Douglas Harrison to 
cattle barns 


The next few weeks consisted of one 
effort after another for 
Kathryn. Five days a week she worked 
at Joan’s agency. 


determined 


At first she was no 
good and hated it; again and again she 
wanted to tell Joan to stop being kind 
and fire her. But she hung on, and after 
a time she began to get the feel of the 
job, to understand what her possibilities 
were as middleman between all these 
people who came into the agency and the 

companies that 
thet 
After a while she was 


needed help. 
starting to become 
what she once might 
have ironically re- 
ferred to as “very 
brisk and 
and career woman- 
ish.” In moments of 


efficient 


self-awareness these 
qualities em- 
barrassed, amused, 
most of all 
honestly pleased her. 
She was improving. 
The job, the evening 
lectures, the inter- 
ests she made herself 
they were 
doing something for 
her. 

“Oh, what a dif- 
ference a little work 
said her mother. “I wish I 
had a before-and-after picture of you, 
Kathryn. I really do.” 

Joan Wheaton said the same thing 
though more tactfully. 

And one day Kathryn met Douglas’ 
mother on the street, and she said in het 
soft, kindly little voice, “Oh, my dear, 
how fine you look!” 


develop 


makes,” 


Douglas’ mother 
was quite old, and it had been a shock to 
her when her only son’s marriage broke 
up. Now she seemed to revive some hop« 
from seeing Kathryn, and over tea in a 
shop along the way she told her, “You 
know, Kathryn, I’ve always thought this 
might be just a phase of Douglas. 
Even as a little boy he had his moods and 
would make impulsive decisions and th 
later decide he’d been wrong.” 

“Have you heard from him?” Kathryn 
asked her. “‘ Will he—is he coming hon 
to see you this summer, do you think?” 

“He was down in Rio when I heard 
from him Mrs. Harriso 
“And, Kathryn, I read every word, a: 
between the words, and I didn’t find a 
other girl. I don’t think there will b 
Does that sound like old-lady nonsens« 


last,” said 


- 
rf 
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Look to the future with this girl 
by artist Calderon of Mexico. Confident... 
charming in a shirt man-tailored 


by Tooke. 


Precision tailoring ... ease of 

wear... gayety of stripes or one-tones.. 
the dazzling right of white. 

Fearlessly washable, 

dauntless for wear. At 


better shops across 
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Canadian 


Specially develope 
extreme demands of the Car 


B.P. products have for years brought greater 
better insulation to Canadian homes. Today 4 


and resistance is greater 
cause of continuing B.P. le 
search and the application ¢ 
ufacturing techniques. For 
permanently coloured gra 
in B.P. shingles and sidi 
ted rock in B.P.’s own q 
asphalt in B. P. products k 

ed to develop a durability, 
bility never known befa 


B.P. ASPHALT SHING 


protection, with a colon 
by years of storm and 


B.P. INSUL-BOAR 


moisture-proof, vap 


B.P. INSUL-BRIG 
weatherproof, a 
to wood-sided 


B.P. ASPH 


ern floors— 
variety of | 


« « for mod- 
mical—in a 


ct Or B.P. DEALER 
you can utilize B. P. 
increased comfort, 
beauty of your home. 


BUILDING PRODUCTS LIMITED 


MONTREAL 
ROOFING « 


BIRD DIVISION 


TORONTO, 
SIDING -« 


HAMILTON 
INSULATION 


WINNIPEG 
FLOORING 


RU-BER-OID DIVISION VULCANITE DIVISION 


a hand that nowadays showed more 
kinship with card files than with creams 
and manicures. “You're a loyal person,” 
she said. “And I’m very grateful. 
Because I’ve been so disgustingly stupid 
about so many things in my life.” 

“Oh, nonsense. I don’t believe that 
for a minute. I'must write Douglas how 
fine you’re looking. And—” she added 
unexpectedly with a shrewd little 
smile, “‘—and, my dear, don’t think I 
can’t be very subtle. And Douglas did 
say he’s coming home toward fall.” 


KATHRYN HAD kept her word about 
visiting Dan Fletcher’s farm, and during 
the summer they had become good 
friends—almost as good friends, it seemed 
to her, as she and the neighboring 
Wheaton family were. It was so easy to 
drop in on her way home from Joan’s or 
after a long Saturday-afternoon drive by 
herself in the country—and so restful 
and relaxing to be there. Dan’s farm was 
of the kind one read about but rarely 
saw, acres and acres of which each foot 
was producing at its highest efliciency, big 
immaculate barns with concrete floors 
and long rows of windows letting in 
sunlight, modern well-kept machiriery 
and equipment. No wonder he had 
wanted her to see it. No wonder he had 
been so pleased when she came. 

It didn’t occur to Kathryn that there 
might be any other reason why Dan 
Fletcher was pleased at her coming. In 
fact, though she always saw the tail 
weather-toughened owner of the farm 
when she was there, and liked him 
tremendously, she never thought of 
him 
specially. There were the Malcolms too, 
the couple Dan had working for him 
just as much her friends, she felt, as Dan 
was. Mrs. Malcolm, hustling and 
hospitable, was always there to put on 
the coffeepot at the proper time in the 
afternoon, and after the men had gone 
back to work it Mrs. 
Malcolm that she ended up visiting. 
Sometimes, sitting watching Mrs. Mal- 
colm work at an intricate tablecloth she 
was crocheting, Kathryn would think of 
Douglas and his probable reaction to 
seeing her in a rural scene like this. 
Douglas would never have had any time 
for the Malcolms—or for Dan Fletcher 
either. These were the first friendships 
she had made in a long time by herself, 
and if she had chosen rather humbly by 
her old standards, at least she had chosen 
with complete honesty. 

But in late August she suddenly 
realized she would have to stop coming 
out to the farm. She had dropped in one 
Saturday afternoon and been persuaded 
to stay for supper. Afterward she and 
Dan had walked up to the top of the 
orchard hill for a smoke. 

“Well, how do you like the place?” 
Dan asked her abruptly. 

It was still daylight. She could see the 
cattle moving slowly down between 
fences to the meadowland. She turned 
to Dan, and he was watching them too, 
smoking his cigarette in an absent 
accustomed way as if he often came up 
here in the evening when he was alone. 
“It’s beautiful,” she told him sincerely. 

“But only in a very theoretical way, 
hm?” 

She was puzzled. 
you mean.” 


herself as coming out to visit 


was alw ays 


“T wonder what 


“I mean, you don’t see yourself in any 
practical relation to it. You see yourself 
in a town house back east or in a city 
apartment, or in a big fancy hotel. Not 
as a housewife on a farm.” 


The blood came up into her face, ad 
for a moment she was at a loss what to 
answer. 

Dan went on, “You understand wh at 
I’m asking you, don’t you, Kathryn? It 
isn’t just an idle question.” 

“No. | thought it—probably wasn’t, 
Roan 

But what could she say? If she told 
him the truth, it would be that the 
idea of any seriousness between thom 
had never even vaguely come into her 
mind, that the very reason she had found 
it easy to be friendly and informal with 
him was her automatic assumption tliat 
he too realized the impossibility of the 
idea. But how snobbish she would sound 
if she told him that, and how much she 
would hurt him. As if she were a queen 
who had dared to say a kind word to a 
peasant because she knew he wouldn't 
misunderstand, 

“No, | just have never thought of 
myself on a farm, Dan,” she said at last. 

“And you couldn’t begin now?” he 
asked her. 

Instead of turning to look at him, she 
looked farther away across the valley. 
She was angry at herself for having let 
this happen, for having dropped in at 
the farm again and again with the self- 
centred notion that he would think no 
more of it than she did. She wished now 
that she could turn and go away from 
him down the orchard hill, that there 
was as simple a way as that to avoid a 
painful showdown—and yet, even as 
she thought it, she realized that the 
man standing beside her was no faltering 
vulnerable suitor but someone who, even 
in his serious moments, could preserve a 
safe balance of detachment and humor. 
He was likely to stand the showdown 
better than she. 

“Don’t you think you could?” he 
prompted. “With a little stern effort?” 

“No,” she said. “ I don’t think I could, 
Dan. I’ve never thought of it—not with 
my mind nor with my—my feelings 
either. I’ve loved coming out here-—it’s 
been so good after days in an office work- 
ing at a job that I wasn’t even sure | 
could handle at first; you’ve been a 
wonderful friend, from that first moment 
when you talked some sense into me, 
but—” 

Dan’s laugh broke in upon her. 
“Been?” he said. “Why the past tense? 
Am | not still your friend, and will | 
not continue to be that?” He threw 
away his cigarette and took her in his 
arms with surprising naturalness con- 
sidering that it had never happened 
before. “Look, Kathryn, I’m very much 
in love with you, and I’ve apparently 
done a better job of concealing it than | 
thought I was capable of, because I can 
see you're honestly startled and taken 
aback—and scared to death of hurting 
me. But you won’t hurt me. I’ve had 
setbacks before. And though I’d like 
to have you completely, be married to 
you, when your divorce is final—if that’s 
out of the question, I can still surely be 
your friend.” 

“All right, we'll still be friends,” she 
said, and pushed her hands gently 
against him. 

But his arms tightened momentarily 
and when, impelled by a sense of his 
insistence, she looked up, he bent down 
and kissed her. 

“No,” she murmured, trying to b 
angry, wanting to be as indignant as sh: 
would have been if she were still 
married to Douglas. But it had bee: 
so long since she had been in a man’s 
arms, so long since she had been kissed 
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5 good reasons why youll want to see this 


Wew FRIGIDAIRE COLD-WALL 







3 Cold-Wall compartment is BIG. 
Glass-top Hydrators protect fresh 
fruits, vegetables in extra-moist 
cold; guard taste, appearance, 
vitamins. Aluminum shelves. 


Kitchen Companion to the Frigid- 
aire Refrigerator is the marvel- 
ous new Frigidaire Electric Range 
Write for free booklet ‘What 
every Housewife should know 
about Electric Cooking!’ Address 
Dept. C, Frigidaire Products of 
Canada, Limited, Leaside 12, Ont. 





Youre twice as sure with two great names 


Frigidaire made only by General Morors 


REFRIGERATORS @ ELECTRIC RANGES @ HOME FREEZERS @ WATER, MILK AND BEVERAGE COOLERS @ ICE CREAM CABINETS @ COMMERCIAL REFRIGERATION @ AIR CONDITIONING EQUIPMENT 
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FOR FINEST-TASTING SALADS, 


MILLIONS PREFER 


aui—Brilliant 


aughter,on one 


stars, - iely shows, 
Canac EDST).- 
pdms Thursday, ( 


Now’s the time when “‘a salad 
a day” is a health rule that’s 
easy to keep. And how the 
family will go for your salads 
. . . if you serve them with 
Miracle Whip. 

For Miracle Whip Salad 
Dressing has a lively, teasing 
flavor no other kind can give 
you. A unique type of dressing, 
it combines the qualities of 
zesty boiled dressing and fine 
mayonnaise. 

Supplies are very limited 
now, due to world-wide scarcity 
of salad oils, sugar and other in- 
gredients. But keep on the look- 
out. You’ll find it fairly often. 











with this sort of ardor—and she had 
needed it oh, anyone needed it who 
wasn’t past those things forever .. . 

Dan was smiling slightly when he 
released her. “Not with your feelings 
either, Kathryn?” he said. 

She smoothed the crushed front of 
her dress and turned in the direction 
of the house. “I’m human,” she said. 
“I’m just... very human. Let’s start 


back. I really should go.” 


DAN CAME to see her at the office 
exactly a week later. “How about 
dinner with me tonight?” he asked her. 
“If you’re not coming out to my house 
any more, I’ll have to come in to you.” 

“No, I can’t,” she said, wanting to 
accept and knowing it was unwise. 

“Can't, or won't?” he asked with his 
dispassionate amusement. 

She considered and then said, “ Both.” 

“That’s very silly,” he told her. 
“Why should you think it has to be 
all or nothing? I’m satisfied this way 

at least I’m prepared to make myself 
be. Come on, give in, Kathryn, when 
it’s not even a matter of principle.” 

She almost weakened, but he needn't 
know that. “No, I can’t, Dan. Not 
tonight anyway. Perhaps later...” 

“All right,” he smiled. “‘ But later is 
a very definite time in my language 
and I’m going to call you.” 

On the following Monday she got the 
telegram from Douglas. He was in 
New York. The telegram said, “ Arriv- 
ing tomorrow by plane. Hope you can 
save your evening for me. Have some- 
thing important to discuss with you.” 

An hour later Dan phoned her. Over 
the week end she had almost made up 
her mind that if he asked her to dinner 
again she would go with him once 
but now Douglas’ telegram was there, 
one yellow corner of it sticking out 
from under her desk blotter where she 
had slipped it, and her mind was so 
full of things she suddenly had to buy, 
preparations she had to make for his 
arrival, conjectures as to what he 
wanted to discuss with her, that she 
could barely keep her attention on 
what that even-tempered voice at the 
other end of the wire was saying, much 
less arrange to see its owner anywhere, 
even if she had had the time. 

“No, I can’t tonight,”’ she told him. 
“Really, this time. Too busy.” 

“Well, that’s better,” he said. “I 
object a good deal less when there’s a 
reason. In fact, I’m feeling much 
encouraged.” 

“Oh no, you mustn’t,” she smiled, 
feeling gay enough to laugh out loud. 

“Very well. I'll continue discouraged. 
Ill call you later, Kathryn.” 

“Yes, later,” she said, and hung up, 
hardly having taken note of his words 
or her own. But tomorrow Douglas 
would be here; after Douglas came she 
couldn’t imagine anything else that 
would be important, certainly not her 
little difficulties with this unexpected 
and persistent admirer. After Douglas 
came she would cease to be concerned 
with any of this. Or was she counting 
too much on him, being too hopeful, 
too optimistic? But why had he wired 
her specially otherwise? What important 
thing could he possibly have to discuss 
with her... excepting that for which 
she hoped? 


She stopped in on the way home that 
evening to see Douglas’ mother. Mrs. 
Harrison was out in her garden cutting 
a bouquet of the big red and pink and 
yellow zinnias that grew so well toward 


the end of summer. When s! 
Kathryn, she finished quickl, 
came up the path to meet her. 

“And now, Kathryn,” she said 
minutes later as they walked : 
house together, “I’m going to rea 
a letter which I got some time ag: 
Douglas. I thought I wouldn't ||| 
was sure. | wanted to find out posit ely 
if Douglas meant what he said abut 
coming, and when I got a wire {:om 
him today ... Well, come in, my dear 

I want you to hear it.” 

Kathryn was sitting on the back 
porch when Mrs. Harrison returned 
with the letter. It was one of Douglas’ 
typical missives, written hastily in a 
hard, impressive scrawl, as if the plane 
that had set him down in Bolivia was 
outside his window, its engines roaring, 
waiting to pick up again as soon as he'd 
finished. He mentioned the weather, 
the progress of his work, admitted 
candidly that he was a weary traveller 
and would be glad to get home. 

“But here’s the significant part,” 
said Mrs. Harrison as she came to the 
final paragraph. “Listen to this, 
Kathryn. He goes on, ‘1 must confess 
that these months away have given me 
a fresh insight into myself. I’m no born 
wanderer. I find after all that I want 
to be rooted down in one place, to have 
ties; what it amounts to is that I 
decided certain things too hastily, 
without foresight as to how | would 
feel later. Is Kathryn still there in 
town? I wish you’d write me immedi- 
ately and let me know. I’m very 
anxious to see her as soon as I get back.’ 
There!” said Mrs. Harrison, and folded 
up the letter. “I told you Douglas was 
just having a phase. And of course I 
wrote him immediately that you were 
still here, and mentioned again how 
well you were doing and looking.” 

She paused as Kathryn sat silent, 
and her pleased look faded. ’ But I'm 
forgetting something entirely,” she said 
in her small mild voice. Her glance was 
troubled. “Kathryn, perhaps things 
aren’t—the same for you any more. | 
mean, perhaps what Douglas wrote 
doesn’t seem so—doesn’t seem—” 

Kathryn looked up. “Doesn’t seem 
so wonderful to me, you mean?” She 
leaned back with a deep breath. “I 
wish,” she said, “I could say it doesn’t 
seem wonderful to me; it would be 
much better that way, much better for 
my pride. But I can’t say it. This 
afternoon I asked Joan to give me 
tomorrow off. I think she thought | was 
an idiot to want to buy a new dress 
and get my hair specially done and all 
those things just because a former 
husband sent me a telegram and said 
he wanted to see me. But that’s the 
way I feel about it. And I haven't 
been able to think of anything else «ll 
day. And I keep hoping, even when 
I’m telling myself that I’m a fool, that 
I’m much too humble . . . I keep 
hoping ... hoping .. .” 


DOUGLAS CALLED her the following 
afternoon. His voice sounded, as ever, 
supercharged with energy and well- 
being; there was the same brisk amiabl« 
confidence in his manner. He made 
short work of the usual preliminary 
exchanges and suggested, ‘How abou 
dining out somewhere this evening, 
Kathryn? Might as well make this gal: 
Got a stunning frock you can ¢ 
yourself up in? I'll call the Terrace « 
Henri’s and see if I can get a table.” 
Kathryn found herself smiling @ 
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wee and mepboulg- BANANA-ORANGE CAKE 


delicious, 
light 
th Magic 


made w 


Sweet slices of juicy oranges, flavor-rich 
bananas nestled in a delicate fluff of a frosting ! 
M-mm—what a lovely, luscious concoction is 
Magic's Banana-Orange Cake—truly a delight 
to the eye, a thrill to the taste. 


With Magic in the batter, you can always 


count on fine delicate texture, delicious flavor 
in everything you bake. 


Once you use it, you'll see why 3 generations 
of Canadian homemakers have depended on 
Magic for topnotch baking results. Next time 
you bake use Magic Baking Powder. 


BANANA-ORANGE CAKE 


Ya cup shortening 

1 cup sugar 

2 eggs 

1% cups sifted all- 
purpose flour 

3 tsps. Magic Baking Powder 

Va tsp. salt 

% cup milk 

1 tsp. vanilla extract 

Orange filling 

Orange sections 

Orange frosting 

Banana slices 


@Cream together shortening and sugar. Add 
eggs, one at a time, beating after each. Then sift 
together flour, baking powder and salt; and add 
alternately with milk to creamed mixture. Then add 
vanilla extract. Pour into two greased 8-inch 


squore layer pans, Bake in moderately hot oven, 
375°F., 25 minutes. 

Cool 5 minutes. Remove from pans; cool on wire 
rack. Spread orange filling on bottom layer; place 
orange sections on filling. Place top layer on 
filling; cover with orange frosting. Garnish with 
orange sections and banana slices, 


ORANGE FROSTING: Combine 2 egg whites, 1 
cup light corn syrup, and Ye tsp. salt; place over 
boiling water. Beat with rotary beater about 7 
minutes or until frosting holds shape. Add 1 tbs. 
grated orange rind. Tint orange with orange 
vegetable coloring. 


ORANGE FILLING: Mix 3 cup sugar, 3 tbs. 
flour, and % tsp. salt; add Y2 cup water. Beat 2 
egg yolks; add. Add Y2 cup orange and | tbs. 
lemon juices. Cook over boiling water, stirring con- 
stantly, until thickened. Cover; cook 5 minutes. 
Add 1 tsp. grated orange rind. Cool. In order to 
prevent banana slices from darkening. they should 
be either dipped in orange juice or else put on 
just before the cake is served. 
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i Doctors Prove 2 out of 3 Women 
can have Lovelier Skin in 14 days 








That new lipstick color 
is wonderful on you, 
Jean! But on me it just 
calis attention to how dull 
and coarse-looking my 
complexion is! 








You're about the fifth 
person who's 
told me that, Jean! 












In addition, 
Canadian women 
from Halifax to 

Vancouver tested this 
Palmolive Pian in 
their own homes. 


Then take our advice and pr 7 eo 
get busy, Mary! Remember, ~ ety 
36 doctors—leading skin “al Pamir en 

specialists—tested this Plan on ey S: wom on 

1285 women and proved it Ee 

can bring a lovelier > Ree : 3 

to call your ; complexion to 2 out of 3 J 2 eee perme = 
4 inal or ~ yy soft, lovely lather. Rinse 


14-Day Palmolive ; * : Do this 3 times a day for 14 days. This 
4 ; : 3 cleansing massage brings your skin 
: Palmolive’s full beautifying effect! 
1 & 







Plan, Mary! 





YOU, TOO, may look for these 
skin improvements in only 14 Days! 

3 ¥ 

E les, Oily 

q Smooth tee, 

er, You tee, e 

a "ger looking 

Fé v eas 

4 Less Coarse-looking : ee g5 5. Ae 
2 © Fewer Tiny Blemishes— cee 
4 @ Less Incipient Blackheads ..............- 
a 

4 @ POGUE 5 cos geense teers e en 
3 Color..--- ae eee 

p @ Brighter, Clearer 

4 e 

a If you want a complexion the envy of every 

cf woman—the admiration of every man— 

3 start the 14-Day Palmolive Plan tonight! 

a Remember, the Palmolive Plan was 

# tested on 2696 women of all ages—from 

i fifteen to fifty—with all types of skin. Dry! 


Oily! Normal! Young! Older! Women from 
coast to coast. And 2 out of 3 got noticeable 
complexion improvement in just 14 days! No 


a matter what beauty care they had used before 

Be sa sip Ss : - J For tub and shower, 
3 Reason enough for every woman who ’ ‘ j nee . t I 4 get the new, ig, arity 
if longs for a lovelier complexion to start this coe aay 5 aire % fl Sst Stee: Pabinaline ic 
Be new Beauty Plan with Palmolive Soap! pire : sy q : 


enjoy Palmolive’s soft, 


lovely lather all over! 


SDOCTORS PROVE PALMOLIVE’S BEAUTY RESULTS! BEAD’ Mon. Tew Fr-CRC. Trove Comodo 
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©. Since Nassau...lts"We, Us 


i. 
— | was breakfasting alone my very first morning and you asked if you might join me. 
re 


You weren't very talkative, darling. “My heart was doing the talking,” you say. “It said 
~~ —look at these feminine, soft little hands.” How smart I was to have Jergens Lotion 
with me! . . . The most attractive women care for their hands with Jergens Lotion. 





































Sailing —one heavenly day. “For an 
Old Salt, sweetheart,” you whispered, 
“you have the softest hands.”...Jergens- £ 
cared-for hands feel even smoother and h 
softer now. Because Jergens Lotion is 

more effective than ever, as an outcome al 
of wartime research, 





(eR ee a en a 





Dinner-dance Wednesdays at the Royal Victoria — 
a girl can't go without a man. “I'll be your man, sweet,” you said, 
“tonight —and always, if you'll always have such holdable 


hands.” Of course I will, darling. We'll have Jergens Lotion 


in our house.... Your hands are protected even longer 


by this finer-than-ever Jergens. Two ingredients many doctors use 


for lovely skin-smoothing effect are part of its service to you. 





Soothes chapping instantly. Helps prevent mortifying chapped 
hands, if you use Jergens Lotion regularly. 


The most delightful women prefer Jergens Lotion hand care. 
Hollywood Stars use Jergens Lotion, 7 to 1 


Sana 


Young Marrieds vote nearly 4 to 1 for Jergens 
Models in New York prefer Jergens Lotion nearly 5 to 1. 


You, too? Feel even surer, now, of 


dear-to-hold hands. Use Jergens Lotion — 
1 For the Softest, Adorable Hands, use now more effective than ever. Still 10¢ 


J E R (j E N AS LOTI () N 4 | to $1.00. No oiliness; no stickiness. 








IT WAS PLEASANT, after all these 
* months, to walk into a crowded expen- 
+ sive restaurant with Douglas, to be 
taken to a choice table, to be looked at 
by people who obviously thought you 
not only a handsome couple but im- 
portant too. True, it wasn’t as exciting 
as she had thought it would be, but 
that was understandable, Kathryn told 
herself. After all, she was merely 
returning to her accustomed element. 
_ She couldn’t expect it to be a novelty. 
Nor should she feel annoyance at 
Douglas’ manner, at his expression 
which indicated, as he glanced about, 
that he found the environment of his 
home town’s smartest restaurant pro- 
vincial and was looking at it with the 
somewhat bored, somewhat 
detachment of a stranger. What was 
the matter with her? She had never 
j used to notice things like that. 
* Come, snap out of it, she told herself 
) briskly. The thing that really mattered 
‘was that Douglas was enjoying the 
evening, that she herself wasn’t boring 
‘him even if his surroundings were. 
Douglas, in fact, hadn’t been so 
attentive to her in years. He asked her 
about her summer, about her work, and 
slistened as if he were genuinely inter- 
sested, his eyes admiringly on her face 
‘all the while. She only wished she 
®Meedn’t be remembering how it had 
"once been Douglas who did most of the 
talking. Because the sudden reversal 
jf position not only amused her but 
wave her a little sense of perverse 
Ariumph, which certainly wasn’t the 
May she ought to feel. 
» Over coffee Douglas said abruptly, 
*You like your life here, Kathryn, 
tdon’t you? Your job and all that.” 
“Yes. I do,” she said quite honestly. 
> “Whoever would have thought you’d 
Nget to be a career girl? But it’s plain 
othat it agrees with you.” He paused, 
‘ground his cigarette slowly in the ash 
Mray—he always made such thorough 
work of putting out a cigarette—and 
Rhen said, “Kathryn, you'd never want 
o go back east and live again, would 
ou? Nothing could make you go back, 
ould it?” 
> Kathryn felt her heart start to pound. 
Jas this the moment then? Was it 
oming now suddenly with scarcely any 
Preparation? No, it mustn’t come yet, 
3 wasn’t ready for it. Suddenly now 






— 


Bhe was in wild doubt, confused. 
» And yet she managed to say, with a 
Im-appearing tap at her own cigarette, 
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“TI haven't really thought much about | 
it, Douglas. Why do you ask?” 

He smiled, got out a fresh cigarette, 
and then with a certain wry humor 
looked directly at her. “Don’t you 
suspect what my motive is, Kathryn?” 

SiaaeweNes 

“The house?” 

“The... house? | don’t know . 
quite what you're getting at.” 

He laughed out suddenly. “Well, 
don’t look at me like that, darling! I’m 
not going to try and steal it. The thing 
is, | was perfectly willing to let you 
have it at the time we broke up—and 
still am, naturally, if you really plan to 
use it. But I don’t think there’s a 
chance of it, now that you’re settled 
here and as for me, I’ve decided I 
want some roots somewhere after all; 
I'd like to buy it from you. It’s a good 
place for me, convenient, all that.” He 
broke off. “Good lord, Kathryn, you’re 
not going to pieces about it, are you?” 

“No,” she said. “No. It just takes 
time to... to get used to the idea.” 

“Well, you don’t have to hurry.” 

She didn’t answer at once. She sat | 
there trying to sort out her emotions, | 
trying to discover if she really wasn’t | 
stunned with disappointment, offended, | 
feeling a secret humiliation. Relief? 
Could it actually be that? At last she 
looked up, smiling almost helplessly. 
“As a matter of fact, Douglas—all 
evening long I’ve been so—so irritated 
with—with that house.” 

“You mean to say you’ve had it on| 
your mind? Well, you can see the logic 
of my idea then, can’t you? This is 
clearly where you belong. Where 
you’ ve always belonged, it seems evident 
now. In all honesty, Kathryn, you were 
never very crazy about the life we 
lived, were you? You were always—” 

She met his eyes. ‘‘ Always the little 
homespun hick, Douglas?” 

But he didn’t remember that. He 
smiled with his white teeth and shrugged 
“Well . . . Hardly that, darling.” 

“On the contrary,” she said, and 
straightened up, leaning her arms on 
the table and taking a curiously relaxed 
breath. “On the contrary, Douglas, | 
always have been, and am. You're 
quite right, as I realize now. I sup- 
pose She looked down at her hands, 
the hands that had such special beauty 
preparation for tonight. “I suppose,” 
she said, “that if I hadn’t married you, 
I would have married a storekeeper, or 

# Continued on page 47 





JEAN SIMMONS starring in “Great Expectations 


err 7 


formance in the J. Arthur Rank 


“Kleenex is So 


So White—With Me It’s Tops” 


“Kleenex is so handy for so many purposes— 
it's a 





Kleenex tissues are made from Cellucotton absor- 
bent wadding—the downy soft substance that’s 
actually 5 times more absorbent than cotton... 
so kind to tender noses and the moat delicate skins. 





Kleenex is processed to pure white in a new 
ultra-modern Canadian mill; comes to you 
absolutely fresh in patented, sealed packages to 
assure you tissues that are absolutely hygienic. 


CONVENIENCE & VARIETY 


There are Kleenex tissues in Serv-a-tissue packages 
to meet each of your requirements. Hanky 
size 9” x 10”—200 tissues per package; Chubby 
size 634” x 9”"—300 tissues; Man’s size 12” x 12”°— 
200 tissues. *Exclusive Trade Mark Reg. Can, Pat. Off, 


Young, pert and wistful, hazel eyed Jean Simmons has recently been 
acclaimed an actress of exceptional ability for her outstanding per- 









































































production “Great Expectations”. 


Soft, So Strong, 


necessity,” says lovely Miss Simmons. 


STRONGER 


Each single ply of Kleenex tissue is heavier 
and stronger than ordinary tissues. Each 
application or pull is double ply, giving 
you extra strength and extra absorbency. 


ECONOMY 






Kleenex great production has resulted in 
savings passed on to you. ..so that today, 
supertor two-ply Kleenex tissues cost only 


1/3 the price you paid a few years ago. 
ad 
Lina So 


—. 
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Mes 


ARM days, crisp evenings, blue 

haze over the hills, cobwebs 

glistening on the grass in the early 

morning, cornstalks arustling in 
the fields, and a slight touch of frost on 
the pumpkin—that’s September. Nice 
month. There’s an R in it too and that 
makes it nicer. 


Maybe now you'll find a pearl in your 
oyster. Hope springs eternal. Even 
without them oysters, to my way of 
thinking, are pearls above price. Nearly 
above my price anyway—but not quite. 


Take four in hand—ripe peaches, 
ripe pears, apples and red plums—-and 
makes yourself a super-duper jam. Use 
equal measures of each, cook ’em 
together and reckon about 34 of a cupful 
of sugar to each cup of pulp. Add an 
orange if you think ’twould improve 
matters. 


A squeeze of lemon does for fish— 
and lots of other foods—what lipstick 
does for a lady. Gives oomph. 


The hand that rocks the cradie has 
to be pretty clever at other jobs. 
Pickling finstance. I’m not suggesting 
that you feed the baby pickles, you 
understand—merely reminding you that 
relishes on your shelves are like money 
in the bank, nice to have. 


I got the idea from a magazine. Dig 
out that old gilt frame in my attic, rip 
out the picture, put on a new back and 
make myself a stunning shadow box. 
But I know I’d miss Grandpa; | think 
I'll leave him his frame. 


Cut tomatoes in fairly thick slices; 
cukes ditto. Put together, smother with 
well-seasoned French dressing and serve 
in a garlic-rubbed bowl. Nothing could 
be simpler, and nothing could be much 
better. Idea comes from France via 
Ralph Allen, erstwhile war correspon- 
dent and author of “Homemade Ban- 
ners.” Read it yet? 


Another tip from the Allen menage 
(compliments of Mrs. Ralph): rub a 
roast of lamb before cooking with a cut 
garlic clove, then dust well with mar- 
joram. Good. In fact, scrumptious. 


Some way or other a small angel cake 
never seems to turn out as light and 
tender and angellike as a big bouncer. 
Don’t ask me why. Who’d want to make 
a small one anyway? 


If you can make a good angel cake, 
you can make a better one by adding 
some semisweet chocolate chips to the 
batter. 


Dorothy S. in Manitoba (nice place, 
Manitoba; nice folks there) writes me 
about her heirloom cookbook which 
covers “Everything From Cooking to 
How to Be a Lady,” including a section 
on proper clothes for a respectable 
woman (how many petticoats?), “I 
noticed,” says Dorothy, “that you 
wondered what Flannel Cakes were,” so 
from her treasured tome, she sends the 
recipe: Beat six eggs very light, stir in 
two pounds of flour, one gill of yeast, 
small teaspoonful of salt and suflicient 
milk to make a stiff batter. Make them 
at night for breakfast or at 10 in the 
morning for tea. You cook ’em like 
griddle cakes and send them hot to the 
table, “commencing after the family 
are seated.” When does mother eat? 


Canteloupe filled with halved black 
grapes and balls of honeydew or water- 
melon—now there’s something elegant. 
Should be chilled, sprigged with mint, 
and maybe you’d like to dust with 
powdered sugar. 


Hen party: Stuff, truss and fix a 
boiling fowl just as you would a young 
roaster. Brown well, then add a very 
little water and finish off by pot roasting 
in a heavy pan. Job for your oven. 
Or cook top-stove if you’ve a mind to, 
Needs three hours or longer cooking 
but time’s well spent-——and money’s 


saved, 


The cooking women do lives after 
them. I remember Aunt Harriet’s lemon 
tarts a lot more clearly than her sterling 
qualities. And I always think of Aunt 
Ernestine in terms of currant buns and 
quince jelly. So you see how your 
grandchildren may remember you. 
G’wan, give them a cooky. 


Pears baked in syrup and filled with 
warmed mincemeat here’s a dish! 
Serve with cream or hard sauce. 


Some women whistle while they 
work; others listen to soap operas. 


You can’t work all the time —and 
why should you! Take the September 
sun in your deck chair with a good book 
in your hands. Read the story of 
Hetty (‘Hetty Dorval,” by Ethel 
Wilson) who wasn’t any better than she 
ought to be but quite a girl (Hetty that 
is, not Ethel). Here’s a Canadian book 
with a B. C. setting by an author who 
knows how to weave a crisp yarn. 


Stag line-up (meaning that men like 
them): steak and onions, corned brisket 
and cabbage, braised oxtails, mulligan 
stew, codfish chowder; french frieds, 
apple pie or pumpkin, wheat cakes and 
syrup, plum rolypoly, coconut cake, 
cheese and crackers, Not all to go in 
one meal, 


Easy, when you know the wrinkles, 
to wash corduroy. Swish it around in 
warm sudsy water; never wring it. Hang 
dripping wet. Brush when dry to raise 
the nap. 


It takes two plates to bake me a 
pie shell. I fit the dough in one and set 
a next-size-smaller one on top. In the 
interest of no-stretch and shapeliness. 


Dressing for dinner: if you like more 
stuffin’ than your bird will accommo- 
date, make extra; roll in small balls; 
wrap in bacon. Cook in the oven until 
the bacon crisps. Makes a chicken go 
farther and provides a nice garnish for 
your platter. And nice eating for you. 


Fold an omelet, surround with fresh- 
cooked cauliflower; cover with cream 
sauce; sprinkle with chopped walnuts. 
Something different—and good! 


Tried poached pears with chocolate 


sauce? For years n’ years I’ve been 
telling you about this one. 


Dump some dumplings into a pot 
of stewing plums and cook without 
peeking. Dessert in a jiffy. Pass cream 

whipped or pouring. Batter should 
be rich and plums should be juicy. 


Nothing like a good cake for rising 
Or for celebrating it. 
Here’s a self-icer you might like to whip 
up. Cream a half cupful of butter with 
same of sugar. Add four beaten egg 
yolks. Measure a cupful of sifted flour; 
sift again with a teaspoonful of baking 
powder and pinch of salt. Add along 
with two tablespoonfuls of milk to the 
butter-sugar-egg bowl; mix and turn 
into a lined cake tin. Beat the egg whites 

stiff but not dry—then fold in a half 
cupful of sugar, a teaspoonful of vanilla 
and a cupful of soft grated coconut, 
Spread over the batter and bake your 
cake at 300 to 325 degrees for 45 to 60 
minutes. 


to an occasion. 


How to get these fancy toppers out 7 
of the pan? Use strong lining paper ¥ 
cut to extend over the edge. Grab and 4 
lift out the cake. 


Got a casserole? You'll need it in 
your reconversion program for odd- 
ments in the refrigerator. You don’t 
want leftovers left over. 


You must read “The Last Days of 
Hitler” even if the pickle crock stands 
empty and the garden goes to pot. | 
Written by a British intelligence officer 

E. Trevor-Roper’s the name — based 
on his own official reports of the goings*4 
on in the Reich just before. it folded. % 
Don’t miss this one. A grand book te¥ 
read and to keep in your library. 
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You'll like this 
MUSTARD 





PICKLE 


says, 
Mrs. Nellie 
MacDermaid, 
Chatham, N.B. 


For pickles that are always tasty 
and full of appetizing flavour, try 
this recipe for home-made mustard 
pickles, recommended by Mrs. 
MacDermaid. 


FRENCH MUSTARD PICKLE 


2 qts. cucumbers 

2 qts. onions 

1 head cauliflower 
Weak brine solution (1 cup salt to 3 ats. 
water); weak vinegar solution (1 cup 
vinegar to 1 qt. water). 


Sauce 


V2 oz. turmeric 
Va Ib. dry mustard 
V2 gal. vinegar 


6 green pe 
2 heads celery 


6 cups granulated 
sugar 

1¥2 cups flour 

Cut all the vegetables into fine pieces 
and soak in the weak brine solution over- 
night. In the morning drain and rinse the 
vegetables then scald in the weak vinegar 
solution. Combine the sauce ingredients 
and cook for a few minutes, stirring con- 
stantly until thickened. Strain and pour 
over the vegetables. Mix well; bottle hot. 


Here’s a Special Favourite—Piccalilli 


This tested and accepted recipe gives 
you all the goodness of a variety of vege- 
tables blended with the sharpness of 
vinegar and pointed up with pure mustard 
and turmeric. 


1 head cabbage 2 red peppers 
1 cauliflower 3 qts. vinegar 
(or 2 cups) 5 cups brown sugar 


2 doz. cucumbers 6 thsps. dry mustard 
2 gts. onions 1 thsp. turmeric 
2 heads celery % cup flour 


Method—Chop all vegetables very fine 
and let stand in a weak brine overnight 
(except the celery). In the morning drain 
thoroughly, add the chopped celery and 
other ingredients and boil one hour, or 
until desired consistency is obtained. 


FREE RECIPE BOOK 


Write Reckitt & Colman (Canada) Limit- 
ed, Station T, Montreal, for your copy 
ef our new, brightly illustrated recipe 
book “Culinary Art’. It is filled with 
interesting recipes and helpful cooking 


VS Va 








a druggist, or a... a farmer, perhaps, 
and settled down here, completely 
happy. Being married to you was” 
she looked up again and smiled—* was 
—let’s call it a detour. A long, a very 
long detour . . . way, way off my 
course.” 

“Precisely,” he said at once, in- 
attentively. And it didn’t hurt her 
that his triumph was showing in his 
eyes, that he was being dynamically 
charming and agreeable not because 
she personally inspired him to it but 
because he had got what he’d come 
after. 

What he’d come after... Oh, it had 
its funny side. Perhaps she could even 
laugh about it after a while. 

“And of course you can have the 
house, Douglas. I realize now I would 
never have wanted to... to move 
back there.” 

“Well, don’t think you’re going to 
give it to me, darling.” 

“Yes. I don’t want money for it. | 
don’t want anything.” She looked at 
him with an impersonal gentleness. “I 
want to pretend there never was a 
detour. I think I want to pretend I’m 
just starting out...” 


IT WAS almost eleven when she drove 
up the road to Dan Fletcher’s farm. 
And of course everyone had gone to 
bed, the house was dark, the outdoors 
in a tranquil hush. Even Dan’s two 
shepherd dogs came creeping through 
the lilac hedge sheepishly as if they’d 
been caught in deep sleep, and, after 
sniffing at the tires of her familiar car, 
sidled quietly off again. 

For a little while she merely sat there, 
searching the windows hopefully for a 
sudden glimmer of light, not wanting to 
go, yet knowing it would be thoughtless 
and unreasonable to rouse the house 
just to put her own mind at rest. At 
last she felt around in her coat pockets 
and found paper for a note. 

Dear Dan— 

I’m sorry about tonight. My 
former husband was coming to take 
me out to dinner, and I was nervous 
and anxious—though I don’t know 
why now; it was so unimportant. 

All this summer I’ve been trying 
to get him back, and tonight I 
found out I’d failed completely, 
yet I feel like a complete success. 
You see, instead of getting him 
back with all my effort this summer 

I got myself back. 

Call me tomorrow, Dan, will you? 

Kathryn. 

She was on the back porch, bending 
down to slip her message under the door, 
when the kitchen light went on. She 
straightened up as the knob turned. 

“Oh—I didn’t mean to wake you,” 
she murmured. “I was leaving you a 
note. Here. You—you may as well 
read it, Dan.” 

He stood there buttoning his shirt 
looking as if he had been asleep, but 
not looking grumpy and certainly not 
looking surprised. In fact, he looked 
no more surprised, and no less pleased, 
to see her than on any of the afternoons 
when she had come driving up the road, 
He took the paper from her hand, but 
put it into his pocket and held out his 
arms to her in silence. 


“You aren’t going to read it?” she 
asked him. 
“When I have you here?” he said, 


and held her close. “No. Not now, 
darling. A little later,” he said. @ 
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For more tempting meals... 


start with delicious canned soups! 


: , me 


a1 


Here’s the quick-and-easy way to perk up your family’s daily 
menu. . 


Keep a variety of wholesome canned soups handy at all times 
—and build your meals around them! 


Noodle SouP 


d 
Tomato an > Fes Noodles 










1 cu 
~ nsed /* : Ss ot 
1 #1ican Conde 1% tablespoo™ sley 
Tomato Soup chopped ro 
7 ; cans 
Water - add two 
soup into saucepans Add noodles 
Empty * and heat to boiling: 1 ok slowly 
ater: cover ¢ a 2 intl and CO! 7 
et sn small pieces = hopped parsley 
broken 18 > with ¢ 


. Serv e 
12-15 minutes- 


ed over top- 


sprinkl . 
4-5 servings- 


Canned soups are just chock-full of nourishment—they’re a 
rich source of health-building vitamins and minerals . . . so 
convenient and time-saving, too! 


Use them to give meals extra zest the whole year ’round. 
Surprise the family with a delicious canned soup today. 


For good eating 
ECONOMY 


COWEMence 


grand foods 


AMERICAN CAN COMPANY 


MONTREAL HAMILTON TORONTO VANCOUVER 



















| High School Huddle 


Continued from page 27 


| 


| considerable unhappiness later on, if 
life becomes really tough and she isn’t 
disciplined to face up to it. 

When to See a Doctor: The time 
to seek help and advice from a doctor 
is when there is any prolonged variation 
either in the amount of discharge or the 
acuteness of pain. There is no need to 
worry if this happens only for one or 
two periods. But if periods are habitu- 
ally accompanied by severe pain or 
“flooding,” the chances are there Is 
some abnormal condition. | Modern 
medicine has effective and simple 
methods of treatment which a doctor 
can prescribe once he knows what is 
needed. Also, be sure to consult your 
doctor without delay if there should be 
any show of blood between periods. 

Growing Up: One important thing 
to remember is that the menstrual 
cycle is variable—what is normal for 
one girl may not be the same for 
another. A girl can reach the age of 
puberty as early as 10 or she can be 
delayed until middle teens and still be 
entirely “normal.” Climatic conditions, 
such as heat, cold, height above sea 
level, influence the onset of menstrua- 
tion. Girls who live in hot climates 
| mature earlier than those in cold ones. 
| Also the time of puberty depends on 


the growth and development of the girl | 


herself. A large well-built girl will 
, usually menstruate earlier than a girl 
of small physique. 

Periods occur once every 24 to 35 
days, in the majority of cases. But this 
is also variable, and not as important 
as the regularity of the cycle. Menstrua- 


tion lasts from three days to a week | 


| with most of the discharge occurring in 

| the first half of the period. Emotional 

| and physical factors frequently have an 
influence—undue strain may increase 
or decrease the flow or postpone it for 
a time. Geographical changes may also 
upset the routine. A transatlantic trip 
(either way) can change the volume and 
timing according to the reports of 
many doctors. 

Before menstruation begins, it is of 
great importance that a girl should 
know just what to expect and that she 
should have a proper wholesome slant 
on this natural development. Mental 
turmoil can be caused by hearing 
improper information—by listening to 
undercover gossip which is often sinister 
and frightening as well as untrue. But, 
once she realizes how necessary are 
menstrual periods in the physiology of 
reproduction; once she understands the 
importance of this link in the chain of 
feminine biology, right from puberty to 
full-fledged womanhood, she should 
have a pretty awesome and intelligent 
respect for the intricate workings of her 
body. 

What’s more: Even though menstrua- 
tion is referred to as “the curse,” even 


though it happens at the most incon- 
venient times, it remains one of the 
| 


biggest steps forward in the fascinating 
| business of growing up. 





A LOVELY SKIN 
If your skin is normal, oily, dry or sallow, 
you'll be interested in Service Bulletin No. 
18—priced at 10 cents. It will help you 
correct complexion faults. Write: Chate- 
laine Service Bulletin Dept., 481 University 
Ave., Toronto, Ont. 


Don't be a Rubbir! Do 


Fusty fryin 
no Countd 


n't scrub a 
® Pan with 4 


ishrag. Use Brillo! 


Quick ‘n easy—that’s Brillo! The 
square metal-fiber pad and soap 
whisks pans clean. Shines ’em, too! 
Because Brillo soap contains jew- 
eler’s polish! Keeps pots and pans 
gleaming. Use Brillo every day! 


GREEN box— 





buttercup 


Buttercup is one of the most 
beautiful Spode patterns. The 
hand painted floral design is 
appealingly natural...a favour- 
ite with discriminating people 
for nearly 150 years. Have 
your dealershow you Buttercup 
—and ask him for your copy of 
“How to Take Care of Spode.” 
Wholesale Distributors 
Copeland & Duncan,L¢td. 


222 Bay Street, Toronto 
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’ ward others. 


- Alcoholics 


Continued from page 15 


It conducts no 
But its plan of 
guided self-help works! The basic idea 
has proved so sound that there are now 
approximately 350 local groups in the 
United States and already, after only 
four years, 75 in Canada. And A.A. is 
growing now at the rate of 10 additional 
groups per month. 

Alcoholism is the fourth largest 
disease group in the world. Some 
researchers’ estimates show as many as 
75,000 victims in Canada alone, and of 
these, at least 10% are women. That 
indicates the size of the job to be done, 
yet A. A. never considers its work as a 
mass effort, but rather as a method of 
converting the individual. The record 
proves that the system works. 

First of all, A. A. members themselves 
have been through all the suffering of 
acutealcoholism. They speak thedrunk’s 
language. They can see through his 
lies, his evasions and his excuses. 
They’ ve used all these tricks themselves. 
So, armed with both sympathy and 
understanding, they treat the new 
member as he actually is, a very sick 
man. They tell him what he knows but 
has never admitted even to himself: to 
him alcohol is poison! He can’t safely 
take even one drink! Once he admits 
this, he is off to a good start. 

As each new member becomes surer of 
himself, he assumes responsibility to- 
For instance, the young 


to those who want it. 


" man who approached the speaker that 
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S first night found in him a “sponsor” 
| pledged to help i in whatever way he can. 
That sponsor is available whenever the 
lad needs help, advice or encourage- 


5 ment. This system benefits both people: 


» the boy is no longer alone; the sponsor is 


‘ needed by someone, and that’s an 


| experience he hasn’t had for years. 
But helping people to stop drinking 


4 is only half the work of Alcoholics Anon- 
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4 She lost her friends. 






é ‘still a member. 
‘now, and enjoys it, too. 


ymous. A victim of alcoholism who 


\ honestly follows their steps must take 


stock of his own failures. He must find 


| out what made him drink. He must face 
"what he finds squarely and overcome 
those weaknesses within himself. 
"must replace lies and evasions with 
7 honesty and tolerance. They know that 
~ he can’t do all this by himself, so he must 
‘place his faith in a Higher Power, no 
© matter what his religion. And with the 
\ help of this faith, he must find a new 
> purpose in life. 


He 


Is Alcoholics Anonymous for men 


Fonly? By no means. Take the case of 
> Mary. 


Five years ago she was an 
She couldn’t hold a job. 
She tried “cures” 
in institutions with her brother paying 


“incurable.” 


“the bill. They didn’t work. Then their 


* family minister told Mary about Alco- 
Tholics Anonymous. Hardly daring to 


_ hope, she went to a few meetings and 
‘liked what she heard. She joined and is 
Mary has a good job 


There are hundreds of women who, 


‘like Mary, are members of Alcoholics 


Anonymous, women who have re- 


‘discov vered how to be sober and happy. 


In some cities, there are separate 
-women’s groups. In other cities, the 
» women join the general groups. But the 
‘women’s membership is growing much 


pmore slowly than the men’s, and there 
“are some significant reasons for this. It 
*is much more of a disgrace for a woman 


to be a “drunk,” than for a man. Society 
makes it harder for her to admit even 
to herself that she is powerless over 
alcohol, and practically impossible for 
any but the strongest few to make that 
admission to others by joining Alcoholics 
Anonymous, Sometimes a woman whom 
Alccholics Anonymous could help can’t 
go to meetings just because there is 
always so much to be done at home. 
Between her drinking bouts, she tries to 
keep her family going. Sheer tiredness 
keeps her from one meeting, then two or 
three. She is cut off from the source of 
strong thinking and help and her next 
craving for liquor finds her as defenseless 
as ever. That opportunity for recon- 
struction has slipped by. Next time, this 
woman must face up to her fight for 
sobriety as the most important job she 
can take on, from both her own and her 
family’s point of view. 

Again a woman may become a back- 
slider because she knows she will be 
handed over to the women who are 
already in Alcoholics Anonymous. That 
sounds like a small reason, but it’s true. 
A woman feels that she could talk to 
men, but that women are too nosey. 
It’s hard to talk to them of something 
you’ve only recently begun to admit to 
yourself! 

But despite such handicaps, Alcoholics 
Anonymous is a success among women, 
too. The gains are slow, perhaps, but 
definite. For each woman who has won 
her way back, it is a major triumph. She 
is so convinced that she tells others, and 
so the influence of the new gospel 
spreads. Beyond the actual members 
there are those unnumbered other 
women whose lives were being ruined by 
having alcoholic husbands, brothers or 
fathers. To them A, A. gives back hap- 
piness and security they could have 
had in no other way. “The wives,” as 
A. A.’s call them, actually do something 
about helping their men. They attend 
the meetings with them, and in some 
cities the wives have formed separate 
groups. 

Alcoholics Anonymous shuns all sensa- 
tional publicity; indeed, it’s difficult to 
get into the meetings unless the person is 
known to be sincerely interested. But 
in many cities it is possible to find out 
more by looking up the telephone 
directory or asking any doctor or clergy- 
man for directions to the local A. A. 
group. If the enquirer doesn’t like the 
idea of attending a general meeting— 
sometimes a heavy ordeal to a man sick 
with alcoholism—one or two of the 
members will volunteer to visit him. 
From that moment he may be on the 
way back to health and self-respect. 

A. A. is proud of the fact that in all 
the large Canadian centres there are 
active groups, | and that a letter addres- 
sed simply to “Alcoholics Anonymous” 
—in Montreal, or Toronto, or Win- 
nipeg—will reach its destination and 
bring a program of help by mail. 
Records show that many of the ad- 
herents have followed the teaching 
successfully in this way. Sometimes 
they organize their own local group, 
which means, because of the co-operative 
spirit developed, quicker recovery and a 
zeal to pass on the gospel. For it is a 
fact, attested by many of the members 
and their families, that an ex-drunk who 
sincerely lives by this new teaching 
becomes a better person, a better citizen 
than he ever was before. Self-knowledge 
has led to an understanding of others; 
he has gained by the experience. 
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Versatile 


CUP CAKES 


Such Satisfying Results Can Be Yours ! 





For PARTIES, for the lunch- 
box, for regular serving, there's 
something very appealing about 
moist, feathery Cup Cakes. And 
you can be sure your Cup Cakes will be melt- 
ingly delicious, if you use flour with Swans 
Down's lightness and soft gluten! 

Swans Down gives the kind of soft, 
downy crumb and delicious tenderness you 
dream of! Even cakes that save butter, short- 


ening, sugar or eggs, are exceptional with Swans 
Down. 


Milled by a “Controlled Milling” process from 
the heart of choice Canadian wheat, Swans Down 
is sifted again and again through silk, until amaz- 
ingly even and 27 times as fine as ordinary flour. 
Beginner or expert — you'll have wonderful cake 
success with Swans Down! 


Swans Down 


|} AK & & LOU R Cake Flour 


for over 50 years 
A Product of General Foods ‘ 


FEATHERY CUP CAKES 


214 cups sifted Swans Down Cake Flour 
2% teaspoons Calumet Baking Powder 













Sift flour once, measure, add baking powder 
and salt; sift three times. Cream shortening, 
add sugar gradually; cream until light. Add 
eggs and beat well. Add flour, alternately with 
milk, a small amount at a time; beat smooth 
after each addition. Add vanilla (or instead, 
cream 114 teaspoons grated orange rind with 


V4 teaspoon salt 
Va cup shortening (part butter preferred) 


1 cup sugar 7 : 

2 aati Mati shortening). Turn into greased muffin pans, or 
99% : oe Paper cups set in muffin pans; fill 24 full. Bake 

% cup milk in moderate oven (375°F.) 15 to 20 minutes. 


1 teaspoon vanilla Frost and decorate. 






How Swans Down is Different 
From Ordinary Flours: 


FINER — as icing sugar is finer than granulated! 

MORE EVEN — as graded peas are more even than ungraded! 

LIGHTER —— as riced potatoes are lighter than whole ones! 

WHEAT SELECTED FOR SOFT GLUTEN — as you select meat cuts for tenderness! 
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RONSON ‘CROWN’ 
TABLE LIGHTER 
in silver plate ..- $13.50. 
Press, it’s Lit]... Release, it’s Out! 


%* Precious to all who delight in 


Le Cherish 


THE 


beauty are these 


exquisite table lighters by RONSON. Fashioned 
in radiant silver plate that softly reflects the 


beauty of your prized china, you 
tal, they truly enhance the finest 














your fine furnishings against the 


dering matches. 





SMART TO OWN...SMAR 


No individual orders can be filled direct. 


ONSON 


WORLD’S GREATEST LIGHTER 


RONSON ART METAL WORKS (CANADA) LTD., TORONTO, ONT. 


r sparkling crys- 
table setting ee 


add charm to every room of your home. And 
when the cigarettes are passed, their quick bright 
flame will never fail you. Then, too, a RONSON 


table lighter is an indispensable protection for 


hazards of smol- 





RONSON RONSON RONSON 
‘STANDARD’ ‘STANDARD’ ‘WHIRLWIND’ 
engine-turned, engine-turned with disa pearing wind- 
enameled... $8. asus shie d...$10 


T TO GIVE! 


See the other handsome Ronson models for pocket 
and handbag at your favorite dealer 


FUN ON THE AIR! 
Hear RONSON'S 
“20 Questions” every 
Saturday night (Mon 
P. M., Vancouver) over 
CBC Dom Netw ork 
(also on MBS Stations 
in the U.S.A. reaching 
Canada.) For time and 
station see your local 


paper. 


Portrait of My Love 


Continued from page 17 


“He fished me out of that river time 
and time again while | was growing 
up.” 

And he, Paul, would be saying, no 
doubt, “I’ve no time for the scenery, 
what with your driving and wondering 
what your father is going to say to your 
coming home from college with a hus- 
band instead of a degree, and that was 
a stop street, my love.” 

““My father?” she asked, amazed at 
the little they knew about each other 
when they stopped to think of it, and 
this I know because she was telling me 
after. “But Pop’s not my father, 
darling! He’s my grandpa and all the 
family I’ve got left, but you needn’t be 
worrying about him. He—he approves 
of anything that makes me happy.” 

She’d stopped herself, just in time, 
from saying, “ He always buys me every- 
thing | want.” 


A NATURAL enough thing it would be 
to say, and her being raised the way she 
was, with old man Korbein believing 
that if you had 
money enough and 
your health, you 
could buy whatever 
else you might be 
wanting. Money 
they’d had, and 
plenty, in that fam- 
ily for close onto a 
hundred years and 
before that he would 
not be remembering. 

It was in 1850 
that the old man’s 
father came to this 
country and him no 
prettier, to be sure, 
than the old man 
himself. Just as 
monkey-faced and 
scrawny he was, as 
tough as whit-leath- 
er, with his mouth 
the biggest thing 
about him, saving 
his pride, I’ve no 
doubt, and him as 
Irish as Paddy’s 
pig for all that his name was Korbein. 

By the time J. G. the second arrived, 
his father was already a lumber tycoon, 
with the grandest house and the most 
beautiful wife in the Valley, all bought 
and paid for as I have heard himself 
observe and it is hard to doubt that it 
was aught but a business arrangement 
when you look at the portraits of the 
two of them there together. Though she 
must have felt that twas a bit more than 
she bargained for when their son was 
born looking exactly like his father and 
she had to look at the two of them for the 
rest of her life. 

Himself it never fazed at all, for he 
got the Korbein money along with the 
ugly face, and when he married he did as 
his father before him. ’Tis her picture 
that hangs on the south wall; a colleen 
with the silky black hair and the milky 
white skin but not the warm heart of 
the Irish, as lovely as the sunrise after 
an ice storm and belike such a morn in 
every other respect also. As selfish with 
her beauty as her mother-in-law, also, 
for when their son was born not a touch 
of it did he get. 

But the money was still there, and 
more, and the last of the beautiful 


Fog Fantasy 


(Haliburton) it. Her mouth was 


By HELEN BALL 


The ghostly gloom of the forest, 
as I open my cabin door, 

is one with the shrouded waters 
that suck at the rocky shore. 
The hillside trail is winding 
and snarled with underbrush, 
and my frightened footsteps echo 
like drums in the haunted hush. 
But high in the muted treetops 
the feathering fog is pearled 
with dawn’s redeeming promise 
as I climb to the top of the world 
to stand on a towering boulder 
till my childish panic stills, 

for a rose and turquoise morning 
is quickening the hills. 


Korbein women, our Maggie’s ‘mother 
was the loveliest of all. Her I nevr, 
knew, no more than the other two. el 
was hired to tend the wee scrawny baby 
the two of them left for the old man to 
raise when they were killed, acciden- 
tally, while off hunting deer. Little 
Maggie smashed the tradition of beauti- 
ful Korbein women into smithercens, 
being the spitting image of the old man 
himself which pleased him mightily. 

He’d stand in the library with her 
wiry little arms tight around his neck 
and show her the six portraits on the 
three walls and he’d say, “When it 
comes time to have her wedding portrait 
painted it will change the order a bit, 
eh, Katy?” 

And to the child he’d say, “Never you 
mind, my darling! You'll be having 
the Korbein fortune, you won't be 
needing a pretty face. It will get youa 
handsome husband to hang beside you 
over there just as it bought the beauty 
on the other walls!” 

I would open my mouth and close it 
again. For the one thing I dared not 
cross himself and run the risk of being 
sent away from the child and me loving 
her with all my heart, and for an- 
other thing it was 
the truth he spoke 
and no hot words of 
mine could change 


too wide and_ her 
skin was dark; her 
nose turned up and 
the curl fell out of 
her heavy black hair 
as fast as papers or 
rags or sugar water 
could put it in. 

Once I ventured, 
“A sad thing it is to 
be always telling a 
girl, sir, and might 
not we let her be in 
ignorance whilst she 
is so small? A boy 
can always even 
things up with his 
fists, but a girl who 
is unlovely can only 
break her heart.” 

“T'Il not have her 
in ignorance, believ- 
ing all the blarney 
that’s dished out to get her money!” he 
raged. “She shall face this thing 
honestly, and things will be evened up 
the way they were for others before her 

with the fortune that’s been handed 
down ard the brains also handed down 
to keep it growing! Besides, Katy,” he 
paused and grinned, “are you thinking 
that she has no fists, or that she doesn’t 
know how to use them?” (Our Maggie 
had, that very day, smacked the living 
daylights out of Helen Briggs, the 
gardener’s daughter, her with the golden 
hair and face of an angel and the hateful 
tongue, ready to grab with her greedy 
fists all the things Maggie gave so gener- 
ously and then refusing the mite of real 
friendship that would have paid for all.) 

“Don’t you worry about us, Katy,” he 
said, hugging the child closer. “We'll 
get by.” 

She was in kindergarten then, and 
Helen was only one of the “friends” her 
grandpop bought for her—the young- 
sters that were as good as bribed to play 
with her, what with the huge shaded 
wading pool, the sandboxes, the swings 
and slides that covered one corner of 
the grounds. She had plenty of com- 
panions to share all that, and her too-big 
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SEDER PE ALL EBS 


CIRCLE-BAR 


4 Y Lee FASHIONED 


Your legs will look love- 


rine Seat Sign Be 


sabe 


lier. . . tonight ... in 


Circle- Bar Nylons! In 
the newest of shades, too 


so exquisitely sheer 


J 


HOSIERY 


and flawless! 





FOOT NOTE: Circle-Bar 
Hosiery — quality made — 
cost no more! Smart socks 
for men—hosiery for women 
and children to suit every 
need and occasion, 

1-47 


The CIRCLE-BAR KNITTING COMPANY, Limited 
Kincardine, Ont. (Head Office) Owen Sound, Ont. 


—— Miles of Wear in Every Pair’” um 
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allowance and uncounted toys, and 
already she was looking at them with 
her grandpop’s jaundiced eyes. 

Already she was slipping away from 
them and from us all to spend hours on 
the big bridge with Hank, and can you 
imagine a child of five, and six, and 
seven, saying defiantly, “‘Hank likes 
me—without anybody paying him or 
giving him things!”? "Twas Hank that 
never mentioned it if the curl was out 
of her hair already and her lovely 
clothes, in spite of all my care, looking 
as if she’d dressed herself in the dark. 
When she could she’d be wearing 
dungarees, with her shirt-tail out and 
nothing on her feet, and she’d be fishing 
off the bridge and stealing swims in 
the dangerous river and listening to 
Hank’s tall tales. 

She grew up with the constant com- 
parison with what she saw in the 
mirrored wall of the drawing-room and 
the portraits in the library festering in 
her like a thorn that’s too deep for 
removing, and it coloring and distorting 
everything in her life. The boys and 
girls who tried hard to be friendly with 
her she invited to wonderful parties and 
to ride her saddle horse and to drive 
the station wagon and, after she got it, 
her convertible, and to swim in the 
lavish pool that replaced the shallow 
wading place—and all the time she 
figured, just as her grandpop did, that 
those things were all they wanted of her. 

There was never anything snobbish 
about her, with Helen Briggs still having 
the run of the house and sharing her 
room when Maggie’s grandpop sent the 
two of them off to college together and 
being the nearest to a friend that 
Maggie, God help her, had all the while 
she was growing up. It was not snob- 
bishness that made her no easier to pet 
than a porcupine, so that only her 
grandpop and Hank were ever at all 
close to her, not even myself, for all I 
loved her, for wasn’t I being paid better 
there than ever I’d be somewhere else? 
But love her I did, all the same, so that 
my heart swelled till I thought it would 
choke me to see the radiance in her face 
and her coming in the door with her 
man and never a doubt, there at the 
first, but what he loved her as she did 
him. 








IT WAS early spring—Easter vacation 
—falsely bright and warm that day as 
Maggie swung the convertible into the 
gravelled driveway, and Paul would be 
taking note of,the blue spruce that lined 
it and the huge yard like a park. Forsy- 
thia was a golden mist against the high 
stone walls that close in our yard, and 
the crocuses made a snowy drift beneath 
the bare-branched maples, but the lilac 
hedge had put forth only a few timid 
buds. 

I heard the brakes squeal, the way 
Maggie always stops a.car, and I was 
hurrying into the hall, thinking to call 
her grandpop from his nap in the 
library, when they opened the front door 
for themselves. Paul’s eyes were nar- 
rowed and his lips shaped to a whistle, 
and anybody with eyes in her head could 
see that he was finding out for the first 
time that he had married the Korbein 
fortune. 

Neither of them saw me and she gave 
him no time to be looking around 
flinging herself into his arms the minute 
he’d shut the door behind them and 
demanding, “Tell me! Darling, tell me!” 

I could see the muscles beneath his 





Silex offers youd new scientific way to finer, easier ironing: 
Yes... the Silex Steam iron actually cuts ironing time in 
half... the unnecessary time spent dampening 
clothes to prepare them for old-fashioned type ironing 

is eliminated with a Silex Steam Iron... just a flip of 
a switch and you're ironing on a cushion of 
protective steam. 


STEAM to iron your dainty rayons and synthetic 
fabrics the easy modern way! Even heat to smooth out 
every wrinkle...a cushion of steam to prevent sticking; 
Steam for all those difficult pressing jobs when you want it, 





D RY to «ron your cottons, linens, flat work. You can 
use the Silex Steam Iron without water, but when 
used with water just flip the switch to change back and 
forth from steam to dry ironing. The automatic temper- 
ature control keeps heat even, keeps your fabrics safe. 






Made by the makers of the famous Silex Glass Coffee-Maker 
Write for free booklet “French Hand Laundering Secrets.” 


"wail LE X co. LIMITED; STs JOHNS; QUE: 
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BRENDA YORKS 








COLUMN 
Y 
=, You May Win $100.00 


HELLO NEIGHBOURS: | hope your summer has been a happy 


one. “Himself” and I arrived at the cottage to find “Jenny” the 
Wren already in residence—the clothes-pin bag left out and 
forgotten on the back porch made a snug nest and little Jenny was 
as busy as a beaver feeding her young. At times, Jenny and I have 
had a lot in common! All the wonderful recipes you sent in for 
serving York Stew and York Bologna have had to be checked and 
many of them made and tested ...and believe me, they're good! 


THIS IS THE MONTH when the young fry get back to readin’, 


writin’ and ‘rithmetic. I've been learning, too. Only mine has 
been all about food. The dietitians here at Canada Packers Food 
Clinic have been teaching me so many things that I’ve even felt it 
seeping in through my pores! 


CONGRATULATIONS TO: 


MISS GRACE FRANK 
Apt. 3, 3737 Coronet Road, Montreal, Quebec 


Who wins First Prize for the July contest. And here is the recipe for serving 
York Brand Bologna which brings her Canada Packers’ cheque for $100.00: 


BOLOGNA TETRAZZINI 

2 Tablespoons Butter 14 cup cooked Spaghetti 

2 Tablespoons Flour lo cup Mushroom Caps, sliced, sauteéd 

1 cup Milk 44 cup Maple Leaf Cheese, grated 

1 can York Brand Bologna % cup buttered Cracker Crumbs 
Melt butter, add flour, salt and pepper, stir until blended; slowly add milk 
and cook stirring constantly until thickened. Add fine strips of sauteéd 
Bologna, spaghetti and sauteéd mushroom caps. Fill buttered baking 
dish with mixture, sprinkle with cheese and crumbs and bake in hot oven 
425°F. until crumbs are brown. Serve with a green salad. 
NOTE: If mushrooms are not available, increase the flour to 3 tablespoons 
and use '9 cup condensed mushroom soup. 
This is a delicious dish, Miss Frank—and all the neighbours who wrote in 
will be able to try it soon because Canada Packers have mailed their con- 
solation vouchers good for a tin of York Brand Bologna. Thanks to all 
of you for writing—and keep on trying, won't you ? 


THIS MONTH, ANOTHER $100.00 FIRST PRIZE will be 


awarded for the best recipe or way of serving 


MAPLE LEAF BANDED WIENERS 
Most likely you have enjoyed Maple Leaf Wieners without knowing 
it—as until recently there was no sure way to identify them. Now 
each wiener has its own separate band with the Maple Leaf name— 
so you can look for it when you shop. Just tell me in a letter how 
you serve Maple Leaf Wieners—your letter may be the winning one. 


AND THERE ARE CONSOLATION PRIZES — To every per- 


son who writes, Canada Packers will send a voucher which may be 
exchanged (FREE) at your grocer’s for one or two tins of a York 
Brand Product. 


WE DO STIPULATE that all letters become our property and 
cannot be returned. There's no limit ta the number of letters you 
send in—no labels wanted—but we do promise only one voucher 
per person. 


CLOSING DATE: To qualify for the $100.00 First Prize, your 
letter must be postmarked on or before midnight, September 15th, 
°47. But letters postmarked up to midnight September 30th, ’47, 
will be eligible FREE vouchers. September prize winner will be 
announced in my November magazine column. Look for it, 
won't you? 


ADDRESS YOUR LETTER TO: BRENDA YORK, 


*Good-Things-To-Eat” Reporter, c/o Canada Packers Limited, 
2204 St. Clair Avenue, West, Toronto, Canada 


; ANY SEASON: A small clove of garlic 

kept in a quart sealer of mixed cider vinegar 
i and salad oil makes a quick, flavourful 
| dressing for tossed salads. From one who 























knows. 


MEAT HAMPERS TO OLD LAND: “Our meat 
ration is now only one shilling’s worth per 
week ...half a pound or less.” writes a 
friend in England. You can imagine how 
welcome a Canada Packers Food Parcel 
would be to your friends. Many tasty 
and nourishing York Meats are packed in 
these parcels... your dealer will arrange 
shipment direct to friends or relatives in 
England. He can arrange shipment to 
other countries too. Ask him about Canada 
Packers Food Parcels. If your dealer 
can’t give you full information, write me. 


SOCIETY ITEM: At a wedding reception 
recently, where “my presence was request- 
ed”, small favours of book matches were 
given to guests. Super-deduxe book matches 
in snowy white, the Christian names of both 
bride and groom together with the date, 
embossed in silver letters on the cover. A 
pretty memento of a very happy occasion. 
HIDDEN GOLD: Honey in an apple pie is 
like forgotten money in the bank. Mighty 
sweet to come across. And for the pie-crust, 
Maple Leaf “Tenderflake” Lard, of course. 
GOOD PICKINGS for ice-box raiders as well 
as a real help for school box-lunches is 
Maple Leaf Quick-serve Cooked Meats. My 
own favourite for impromptu snacks is 
Delicia Loaf—m-m-m! But you may have 
different ideas—take your choice! 












Soon it will seem like old times with fireworks lighting the midnight 
sky. The Midway...the Bandstands ... the latest fashions in 
clothes and house furnishings... the “EX” in full swing again! In 
the Food Products Building, a warm welcome awaits you at the 
Canada Packers booth where you will see tested the many fine 
Maple Leaf and York Food recipes that you have sent me each 
month. Meanwhile, don’t forget to send me your recipe for serv- 
ing Maple Leaf Banded Wieners, will you? Remember the dead- 








So, until we meet again, 


Your “Good-Things-To-Eat” Reporter. 






line for First Prize is midnight, September 15th, 1947. 
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coat sleeves as his arms. tightened 
around her. “I love you,” he said, and 
smiled down into her tight little face. 
“Funny kid! I love you! Twice enough 
for now?” 

“No,” she said, but she laughed, 
though I could see the gleam of tears on 
her lashes. “It’s never enough! Never 
stop saying it!” 

“T'll never stop loving you,” he 
promised, and his face was sober, and 
Maggie looked into his eyes for a 
moment, then laid her head on his 
breast with a sigh like a tired child come 
home. 

I was tiptoeing back along the hall 
when I heard the newspaper rattle and 
looked to see himseif standing in the 
library door, his face hard and grim, 
taking in Maggie’s flushed face and 
rumpled hair and Paul’s possessive arms 
about her. 

“Pop,” Maggie said, “this is Paul 
Brantley, my 

But he had no time for her. He was 
looking at her young man, his cyes 
doubtless all the colder to see that he was 
easy six foot one, with his wide shoulders 
and his face handsome and strong, too, 
like the pictures they do be using to 
advertise pipe tobacco, and it required 
no cleverness to see why Pop Korbein 
would be having no use for a handsome 
lad. 

“Well, young man,” he said, in his 
grimmest tone, “I have no doubt you'll 
be wanting to marry my granddaugh- 
ter?” 

Maggie laughed aloud and Paul 
Brantley grinned. “‘Yes, sir,” he said. 
““As a matter of fact, I already have,” 
and Maggie laughed again to see the 
wind taken out of her grandpop’s sails 
and flung her arms around his neck. 
He patted her head, then held her away 
and scowled. 

“And is this what I pay out my good 


money to beauty parlors for?” he 
grumbled, “Is it a dust mop you ve got 
on your head?” Maggie kept on laugh. 
ing as she combed her new permanent 
inta its tight curls and put back on her 
new hat, but her eyes were sobering, 
watching Paul Brantley’s face as he 
gazed about at the grand hall. 

“Gosh, honey,” he said, at last. “Why 
didn’t you tell me you lived in Bucking- 
ham Palace?” 

“Well, now,” Maggie’s grandpop was 
purring and Maggie’s eyes flicked 
nervously toward him, for well she knew | 
he was not so pleased as he sounded, 
“and did you be thinking she lived in a 
sugar beet shanty?” 

“Well”—Paul looked through the 
glass door at Maggie’s car and looked 
back at her newest spring outfit—“l 
knew her folks weren’t exactly on relief, 
sir, but, to tell you the truth,” he 
stopped, one hand in his pocket and the 
other plowing his red hair, and looked 
at Maggie. “What I knew about my 
wife you could put in your eye,” he said 
to her. “I remember the day I finally 
managed to wangle an introduction, | 
asked that little gal with the hair 
Helen?—I asked her, ‘How come your 
roommate rates keeping a car on the 
campus?’ And she said, ‘Mister, didn’t 
you ever hear of old J. G. Korbein?’ and 
1 said, ‘No, ma’am, I never did.’ I 
noticed she looked a bit incredulous, 
but I thought no more about it.” 

Well, I thought to myself, and from 
the look on that one’s face Helen 
wouldn’t be the only one to be doubting 
that statement, but I said nothing and 
none of them noticed me standing at 
the back of the hall and waiting till 
Maggie should be wanting me. Which 
was not yet. She walked from the huge 
mirror back to her husband and pulled 
his arms about her, a bit defiantly, it 
seemed to me. @ Continued on page 54 





Bells on Your Toes 








Ihe girl who matches accessories right . 
to the tips of her toes will be making 
several sets of these very new ballets. 
Above, jfor dancing, a wide-strapped 
Arabian Night sandal, velvet, silver- 
trimmed, No. $172. Left, for evenings 
by the fireside, jester slippers in red 
crochet, done up in silver buttons; for 
fun, silver bells on the toes! No. $173. 


Instructions for, making may be obtained from Chatelaine Handicratts, 
481 University Ave., Toronto 2. Price 10 cents each. 
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— 7 LEADING THE PARADE... the first newly designed 
§ home appliances since 1942. Made for you...to 
4 form an integral part of your planned electric home. 

From the problems of war G-E research engineers 
gained new ideas for improvements in home appliances. 

> Subjected first to the rigid tests of G-E research these 
improvements have now resulted in the production 
of these truly superb new models. 

They’ve got everything... You'll fall in love 
with their streamlined, attractive appearance... their 
time-saving, work-saving conveniences you will want 
in your kitchen and laundry. And, when you buy 

; General Electric, you can be sure you buy quality 
2 products that are built to give long, trouble-free service 
4 .-. built to last with lasting economy. 
right a See your G-E dealer today. 
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“TI deceived him, Pop,” said she. “I ee 
made him think I was poor but honest.” 

“And now he sees you're neither.” He 
pulled her ear gently, and that purring 
voice of his would have fooled anyone 
but the two of us, Maggie and me. 
We both knew he was thinking that, far 
from being ignorant of the wealth of the 


Radio Stars prove 4 out of 5 women 


LOOK LOVELIER IN 6 MINUTES 


Korbeins, Paul had set his charming self 
to marrying it—which would have been 









BEFORE 


6 MINUTES AFTER 


Radio Star— 
Gisele La Fleche says: 
“Cashmere Bouquet 


Miracle Makeup gives 


all right only Pop preferred motives to 
be open and aboveboard. 

“TI was over to that college to sec 
Maggie once,” he said, shrewdly, to 
Paul. “‘Never saw so many pretty girls 
in my life.” 

“The campus is plastered with them,” 
Paul agreed, not knowing the meaning 
behind the remark, but Maggie knew it 
and swung about to meet the old man’s 
eyes squarely. 

“Don’t go giving him credit for pick- 
ing me out of the crowd,” said she, 
coolly. “I did the picking.” 


POP ROARED. 


That was the sort of 


talk he understood and approved. His | 
little Maggie had picked herself a hus- | 


band and her grandpop was ready to 
foot the bill. He gave her a little push 
and motioned Paul! toward the library 
door. 

““Skedaddle, kid,” he said, from be- 
hind “and let me 


his cigar, get ac- 


Now, 


quainted with this young man. 





me a softer, lovelier son, what’s your line of business?” 

look . . . 80 fresh and Maggie saw me and opened her s : 

natural! ; Try Any tiny cut can become in- 
mouth to call Paul back, then changed 


Cashmere Grougutl 
MIRACLE MAKEUP 


Beauty Salons endorse Miracle Makeup tested by fashion 
models, housewives, business girls and radio stars. 


can look lovelier 

Ow —in 6 minutes— 
this Radio Star way. 
3 MINUTES—Massage fluffy 


Cashmere Bouquet Three- 
Purpose Cream into skin, espe- 
cially over your nose, chin and 
forehead. Now, with a tissue 
thoroughly remove the cream— 
with it, off comes stale makeup 
and dirt. Cream lightly again 
and remove the excess with 
another tissue, enough Three- 
Purpose Cream will remain as 
a base for your Miracle Makeup. 


2 MINUTES—Pat on a light 
film of super-sifted Cashmere 
Bouquet Face Powder in your 
own personally-charted shade. 
Then smooth on your personally- 
charted shade of Cashmere 
Bouquet Rouge, follow with a 
final pat of Powder. 


1 MINUTE—Now, glorify your 
lips with your personally-charted 
Cashmere Bouquet Lipstick. 
Look in your mirror! Jn 6 magic 
minutes Cashmere Bouquet 
brings out all your beauty— 
makes you lovelier than ever! 


WHAT GISELE SAYS ABOUT Cashmere Gouguel” 


FACE POWDER 





her mind and started up the stairs with 
my arm around her. 

“You can meet him later, Katy,” said 
she. “Let him talk to Pop for now. I 
hope he remembers he’s an architect 
and forgets he’s an artist for the time 
being, Pop having such little use for 
artists and the like. He’s got it in him 
to be a good one some day though, 
Katy,” and her voice was all soft and 
warm with love and pride. “He'd rather 
make pictures than eat—any kind, oil, 
water color, chalk, charcoal, pencil 
they’re crude, as yet, but full of life and 
be auty.” 

“*He’s a fine lad,” I said, as I followed 
her into her room. “And ’tis easy to see 
he adores you.” 

For a moment | thought she was going 
to hug me for it, but the like of that was 
hard for her. She turned away to hide 
the wetness in her eyes. 

““My beautiful room,” she said, and I 
could not tell if was sincere or 
sarcastic. The room had been done over 
completely for one of her Christmas 
presents, in the soft rose and silver that 
she liked, and a lovely place it was, fit 
for a picture star. Maggie crossed to the 
vanity and looked at herself in the huge 
mirror. 


she 


fected. Never take a chance! 


Cleanse 


the cut properly. 


Then put on a BAND-AID*—the 
Johnson & Johnson adhesive 
bandage that stays put... even 
on hard-to-bandage places. 


It comes to you individually 
wrapped; keeps out dirt, helps 
prevent infection. Keep one box 
at home — one where you work. 


*BAND.-AID is the oainend trade mark of 


Johnson & Johnson Limit 


for its adhesive bandage. 


The quick, easy 
way to bandage 
a finger jab 


“I love the way Cashmere Bouquet 
Face Powder blends so beautifully with 
my natural skin tones. And it pats on 
so smoothly and evenly—giving my 
complexion a softer, fresher appearance. 
My personally-charted shade of 
Cashmere Bouquet is very flattering— 
truly the right shade for my skin.” 





Her suit was rose, too, with its match- 
ing topcoat, and she wore a frilly blouse 
| and a flowery hat. Her smile faded, 
seeing the soft color in contrast to her 
dark skin and the silly way the hat 
looked atop her careful curls with her 
heavy straight brows and blazing black 
eyes, and I thought sadly that it would 
take more than curls or clothes to make 
Maggie fit the room and her one of the 
black Irish and no doubt about it. 

She snatched the hat from her head 
and threw it, dropped her topcoat to 
the floor and flung off her suit jacket. | 
| was picking up after her when a smooth 
white arm dropped over the back of the 
chaise longue, with a head as golden as 
the forsythia bent above it, and beat me 
to the hat. + 
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BANDAID » 


ADHESIVE BANDAGES 





There’s a Cashmere Bouquet Face Powder personally-charted just 
for ou—a right shade for all types from an angel-faced blonde to ww 
a sultry redhead. 

Cashmere Bouquet personally-charted Face Powder goes on so NO 
smoothly, evenly . . . helps conceal tiny lines and blemishes .. . ' 


clings for hours longer. 


FOLLOW THE RADIO STARS—USE 


Coker Bougezt FNCE POWDER 


BRUNETTE 








PINK MIST © STAR DUST @ 
PEACH RACHEL 


COPPER TAN @ 
ROSE RACHEL @ 


NATURELLE @ 
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Continued on page 79 
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| 4 by Evelyn Kelly, Fashion Editor 
A @ 
; 4 
‘ “ ANT to be remembered as the slickest chick in your crowd... 
s the gal who dresses well and wisely for every date from algebra 
‘ or trig to sun or rhumba? 
é The trick’s done with your mirror, pencil and paper, and 
strong will power. It’s guided by Dad’s budget... and naturally 
+ your own particular school-and-date program. 


Pencil and paper means making a list of what you think you 
must have. The sum total will about floor you. Be hard-hearted and 
work on simmering it down to a really talented wardrobe, noting 
these fashion highlights while you ponder: teen-agers are wearing 
their skirts longer. No knees showing now! No bobby sox. 

Every shade of grey is terribly popular in daytime togs . . . skirts, 
sweaters .. . especially two tones of grey, chimed together in jersey 
or worsted dresses, dashed up with gold or green or red or a mixture 
of all three. 


wusieieaeeed isi 


School and dates. You say you'd willingly go without anything 
new, so long as you could have one perfectly divine strapless formal? 
Wait a minute . . . how many times will you wear it? If it’s to be 
your one-and-only won’t you get awfully sick of it? If you have a 
very slim chance of ever wearing it, is it worth it? 

A smart smoothie gets herself a good-looking evening skirt (often 
she has it made) in a basic color, and you know of course that basic 
means black, brown or navy. Ankle lengths are smartest, and if you 
love dancing in ballets, keep the length halfway between midcalf 

» andankle. Your skirt should be dancing full. Leave the slinky contour 
: | jobs for your thirties! With this good-for-any-formal evening skirt, 
' ) you'll wear: a matching turtle-neck sweater, pearls and a_ bright 
*’ cummerbund; gay checked or plaid taffeta off-shoulder blouse; 


es 
Me 
is 
a 

%, 


romantic white blouse run with black velvet ribbon; a velvet weskit. 

Need a coat? Make it your first purchase because it costs most. 
, If it goes every place you do... school, ski tow, formal dance... 
keep it quiet. Red and green plaid may look heavenly against the 


great outdoor background, but how about when you wear a gardenia 

: in your hair? A fitted greatcoat is terribly smart with street lengths, 

but consider it with high heels and a bouffant skirt. A thousand times 

- no! Your best all-round choice is a full-back, swinging number (see 

. , our picture) that honestly looks almost like an evening wrap when 
the hood’s detached to show the soft, round little collar. 


_ Suits are really a must to wear all through the year. Keep them 

ge © in darkish colors, let accessories be your bright-up act. You'll need 
) a neutral wool dress too, or a sleek little date number, remembering 
» that the simpler the style, the more fun and variety accessorizing. 

Little things that spell Y-O-U are your individual ways with ribbons 
and kerchiefs: velvet or grosgrain ribbon crossovers (notch the ends) 
under your collar, held by gay pins ... or try two matching kerchiefs 
(with your suit) twisting one round your head like Sinbad, the other 
triangled round your throat, corners covering each lapel, fastened 
' with huge horse blanket pins. March several horse blanket pins down 
' the front of your woollen dress, loop one end of kerchief round your 
> throat (rolled in snugly) then thread the rest of it in and out through 
the pins... let it trail. Or wind a long scarf round the brim of your 
beret, let the ends fly with the wind. 

And pin a red rose to a black velvet ribbon (114-or 2-inch width) 
and wear it as a romantic choker for an occasion. 

And because this is the biggest season yet for wonderful-looking 
kerchiefs and scarves start working on a collection. Go to the fabric 
* counters, buy a quarter of a yard of 36-inch taffeta, hem where 
necessary. Then you can fold it into a huge bow for your black date 
b dress, pouff it into a scarf for your suit. Or wind it round your middle 
as a belt for your woollen. This is the quickest and most inexpensive 

way of collecting an actual rainbow scarf wardrobe .. . a different one 
~ for every outfit ... for every mood. Most wonderful eye catchers in 
» the world. 
* And isn’t that the effect we’re all slaving at... eye catching? 


WEIS, Fee 


Lsceber at 


A luxurious winter-weight coat designed 
for the average Canadian teen-agers’ 
needs. It's of warm-toned winter white 
fleece, with a hood lined in cherry-red 
wool. Designed by Maurice Watkin. 
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: YHING ‘DuLis HAIR 


9 out of 10 women in home tests prove 


HALO GLORIFIES IT? 










Mrs. L. J. Hossie; 
Toronto: 






“My shampoo—must 
leave my hair easy te 


HALO DID IT! 


“There is no better shampoo than Halo 
for my hair. Halo rinses away so easily 
with no trace of dulling soap film to 
hide the natural highlights. Halo 
leaves my hair naturally lovely—so easy 
to set and curl,” 

































“My shampoo—must 
=<, be easy to rinse.” 


HALO DID IT! 


“Halo has a special place in our house 
from now on! I have very thick hair, 
and that fragrant creamy Halo lather 
just rinsed out completely in hardly any 
time! With Halo there wasn’t a trace 
of dull soap film left on my hair.” 
























Mrs. O. Lingley, 
Saint John: 


“My shompoo—must 
bring out highlights 
without needing a 
special rinse.” 


HALO DID IT! 


“Halo is my favorite shampoo! With 
Halo my hair has such a wonderful 
sheen it looks lovelier than ever! 
Halo leaves no dulling film—the nat- 
ural highlights of my hair just gleam 
after my Halo shampoo! I woulda’t 
think of using any other!” 
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also 15¢, 29¢, 49¢ 





THE HALO HOME TEST 


985 Canadian women—of all ages 
and types of hair—tested Halo 
at home: First, they noted the 
thing they wanted most from a 
shampoo. Second, they shampooed 
their hair with Halo following 
directions on the box. Then they 
examined their hair to see whether 
Halo satisfied their strict require- 
ment—9 out of every 10 women re- 
ported “HALO DID IT!” 


You, too, can have these 
Halo hair and scalp 
improvements immediately! 


Hair softer, easier to manage. 
Lovely lustre, highlights. 

Hair daintily perfumed. 

Hair and scalp free of dirt, dandruff. 
No lemon or vinegar rinses needed. 


No duiling soap film te hide 
natural loveliness. 


Safety for gray, white, bleached or 
“waterfast” dyed hair. 


SAVE 
on family size 
89 
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NORMAL, OILY OR DRY HAIR—LOVELIER IMMEDIATELY! 
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By Penny Mason 


CHECKING UP. A cas. 
ual suit with lounge 
lapel and one-button 
closing. Double flapped 
pockets mark its hipline 
and the longer skirt has 
a nice easy flare. Be- 
cause ifs black and 
white check you can 
touch it up with red, 
green, orange or what 
have you! Black ac- 
cents are suave, too. 


YOUR FAVORITE. 
Here's the shirtmaker 
(below), all dressed up 
with free swinging 
pleats, a single button 
at the high neckline. 
The bishop sleeves are 
three-quarter length. 
Wear pearls or silk ties 
with it... or the silver 
heart dangling from the 
belt with its message, I 
LOVE YOU, engraved 
in several languages. 
It's conversation stuff! 
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By Penny Mason 


By Maurice Watkin 
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_ SLICK CHICK. A date Med ‘ 

dress of rayon, black, Mees: 
butterfly tucked for nice 
waistline shaping. One 
of the newest fashion 
notes is the apron of 
moire which gives the 
right hip emphasis. 
Moire is repeated in 
the rounded collar and 
turned-back cap 
' sleeves. A_ jeweled 
' dagger chained to a 
heart is a gay touch. 


WMIOCDERN 


Chao Tatbe Bove 


WHAT IS SO MODERN AND NEW ABOUT IT? 
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CSR GERES in ERE 


First—the dramatic difference it makes in your 


REE 


complexion—without a hint of that unnatural, 
mask-like appearance. Second, the smooth, clear, 
flawless look it gives your skin—the way it keeps 
your make-up perfect all day long. ‘Sub-Tint’ goes “~~\ 
on lightly, evenly, hiding tiny complexion faults. & 


It is creamy, not greasy—and it does not pull or \ Nh 


dry your skin. Once tried, you'll never be without 


' it, for the miracle of ‘Sub-Tint’ Cream-Powder co 
BROWN STUDY _ Base will surprise even you with your own love- Se 
four-butten suit of wor- 4 
) sted crepe. Note the iness. $1.25, 4 SHADES 

a soft rounded revers, the es 
’ figure-flattering vertical Dark 
inverted pleating. With “Vibrant* 
\ this is worn a brown Penk 





_ and burnt-orange plaid 
" taffeta scarf with a gold 
‘ overcheck. The buskin 
/ boots are brown suede. 
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and Hates 
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REE swinging and easy, full of dash and detail— 


hes, teen-ager style. 
nger (no knees showing!) and because 
1, t look ngbt with flatties or 
w it’s done: 

and deep-wristed bishop sleeves do 
balancing that very slim waistline and 
e. It’s No. 2141, a one-piece style, and 

n be cut for figure prettying! 


eated skirt will be among your 
hout items! You'll be glad of two or 
he top of No. 2130 to wear with the 


you'll make in plain grey (very 
yrown or navy. Or could be a lush 


A flare-back coat, No. 2135, wonderful to look at, 
perfect to wear. It has two huge flap pockets, long-cuffed 
sleeves and a hood which you'll line for bright contrast. 
And if you're really a whiz at the machine, you could use 
this pattern to whip up a raincoat that'll be the envy of 
the crowd! 

A little on the long and lean side? Then this is your 
dish, the simplest and plainest of little dresses, straight 
hanging, depending on your belt to gather it in. Make 
it of a divinely soft rabbit’s wool and go all out on a 
really terrific glamour belt. No. 2148. 


You just can’t exist without at least one set like No. 
2150: a full-back, collared jacket and front-pleated skirt. 
Be foxy—choose a fabric to double as an evening topper 
for your formal! 
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Are you 
in the 





Does a square shaped hand 
indicate— 


(1) An inquiring mind 
[-] An impulsive nature 
(-] A dynamic personality 


Your hand can reveal your traits and 
temperament! Have you a square 
shaped hand? If so, palmists say 
you're a practical soul; self assured. 
You have an inquiring mind—which 
is good, for it helps you make wise 
decisions. And when you inquire 
about powder deodorant, and learn 
that Quest helps prevent chafing .. . 
that Quest destroys odours 
completely ... it’s ten to 
one you Il decide on Quest. 
It’s so soft and soothing. 


Fvardoed p> 
House! 


How fo rate on a first date? 
() Sling @ sharp line 
(] Be a listening-post 


(-] Learn his interests 


Being a dumb bunny, or too-too 
clever, can scare your new squire 
away! Learn his interests. Talk 
them over...and he'll soon be 
mighty interested in you. It’s all a 
matter of forgetting about yourself, 
an art you can master on “‘problem 
days”’ as well, with 
the Kotex Wonder- 
form Belt. It’s 
dainty, adjustable, 
washable, and fits 
snugly without 
binding. 











Tall and Glad of It 


Continued from page 27 


and my friends said I looked it too. 


From that moment I dressed my height 
“up.” And I lost my complex. 
Other discoveries followed. A tall girl 


is smart to pick one color which is 


definitely hers, then work out from it. 
Whatever it is—grey, or brown or green 
or black—she should stick to it the year 
round, giving it new values with con- 
trasting accessories. It’s something to 


make a name for yourself (as many of 


the most knowing fashion models do) as 
“that lovely tall girl in grey.” 

In modelling, tall girls have it nearly 
all their own way. They are usually 
five feet eight or over. They look better, 
as a rule, in shorts and slacks than the 
shorter girl; and evening dresses show to 
advantage on the tall and slim. 

But there are more advantages to 
being tall than just making a good 
clothes horse. 

A big business executive once told me 
that bosses like to have tall secretaries. 
He claims a big man hates like the 
dickens to blow off steam at a defense- 
less-looking little bit of fluff. Makes him 
feel brutish. On the other hand, a small 
man enjoys having a tall girl to give 
orders to. Makes him feel his power! 

In other ways the tall girl comes out 
on top too. She doesn’t heed the 
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Aré you in the know? 
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What brings out a suntan best? 


() A smart beret-beach-bag 
{_] A white bask-ground 


[1] A hot bath 


advertisements for kitchen stepladders |Beauty and the Beach can go together. 
“so you tiny housekeepers can reach the |Consider the sharp new beret shown 


highest shelf.” 

She carries pregnancy with less o 
viousness, and in her old age she should 
grow stately and dignified. 

I don’t want to sugar-coat the tall 
girl’s lot. She has disadvantages too. 
She can’t be an airline stewardess, for 
one thing. Her girdle is never long 
enough and her garters rip the tops from 
her stockings. Her slips crawl up past 
her knees and her nighties are at half- 
mast. 

Some hostesses have a habit of 
placing the tall girl in the smallest chair. 
If you have any feelings at all, friends, 
DON’T give the spindly chair to the 


tall girl. She won’t be comfortable in it | 
and besides she’ll look like the dickens. | { 


If, on the other hand, the tall girl is 
given the choice of chairs, she should 
always nab the tall wing-backed one. It 
dwarfs her to a pleasant contour. 

And, tall girls, don’t ever, ever, sit 
on one of those low fireside stools. You 
probably love doing it—I do myself. 


But you look like a piece of half-cooked | 


spaghetti twining yourself around so 
your skirts will cover. 

But there are hopeful signs for us. 
Beds are being made longer, and fur- 
niture manufacturers are building longer 
chesterfields, chairs with deeper seats 
and higher backs. It is a definite trend 
toward a practical world for the lanky 
lads and lassies. 

The whole white race is getting taller, 
generation by generation. The suits of 
mail worn by the brave knights of old 
are so small you would have to use a 
shoehorn to get a 15-year-old boy into 
them today. Yet they were once worn 
by the biggest and most fearless of the 
age. 

So it may be that if everything gets 
bigger, we tall girls will have our day 
yet. The only thing I’m worrying about 
is: if everyone else gets taller, each 
generation, do the tallones get taller too? 





here—that shakes into a beach-bag! 


by (Neat?) You can wear it with confidence. 


On “calendar days” you can wear any 
beach togs without a shadow of a doubt— 





How would you discourage this ? 
[] Keep a cool head 
[_] Tell him off 
(_] Let your hair down 


When he gives that wayward wisp a tug— 
why rant? Or wear a warm, longish mane? 
Keep a cool head. Twine stubborn strands 
around two straight hairpins, and every- 
thing’s under control. You can master 
other trying situations, too. At certain 


times, for instance, by choosing Kotex 
you can be sure of extra protection from 
that exclusive safely centre. And you're so 
at ease with that elastic Kotex Wonder- 
form Belt. So snug! So smooth-fitting! No 
binding! 


thanks to Kotex. Because Kotex has 


flat pressed ends that prevent “outlines” 
from tattling. And while you're sunning, 
remember this: Bask on a white sheet 
or towel. It’s shadowless . 
a suntan best. 


. . brings out 





How can a newcomer find new friends? 


[] Just sit and wait 
(_] Go where they are 
(] Play hard to know 


You’re a new gal in town? Don’t let ol’ 
rockin’ chair get you. Go where the crowd 
goes: tennis courts, local ball games, 
church socials. You'll find friends by 
joining the fun . . . whalever the day of the 
month. Let Kotex befriend you; keep 
you cloud-deep in comfort. For Kotex is a 
softie at heart, with a loyal kind of softness 
(this napkin’s made to stay soft while you 
wear it.) You'll be comfortable hours 
longer. What a welcome “plus” for your 
poise! 


More women choose KOTEX* 
than all other sanitary napkins 


*T.M, Reg. 
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No. 2145, a box coat (lined and interlined), has the 


+} 


aS en . >. of . * 
hare D@cK just like mother this season. he lined hood 


From the same pattern 


has front-buttoned jacket 


¢ two-to-six group, constantly outgrowing clothes, 
a — ee — the two styles illustrated in the foreground are planned 
Sssceves Ziv ireccom t oung arms. . . =A 


full skirts and sash ties, to let down without looking 


eo - aa 
No. 2146 is a little topper and skirt no youngster should y- No. 2109 has a front 
(j be without. You could make the pleated skirt in plaid, to hem, square neck, puffed sleeves. Trim it with novelty 
Me, eee the pea jacket of harmonizing velveteen. And watch he vyelet. No. 2111, cut in five sections, has centre front 
_ 


face glow. pleat, puffed sleeves. Pretty in stripes with lace trim. 
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Long, sleek, racy lines give this new Oldsmobile a dashing 
smartness ... make it seem right at home in the Yacht Club atmos- 
phere. And once you take the “helm” of an Oldsmobile with 
Hydra-Matic Drive*, you'll feel more than ever like the skipper of a 
luxury cruiser. For steering is just about all you do. There’s no 
gear shifting. That’s done automatically through all four forward speeds. 
There’s no clutch pushing—not even a clutch pedal in the car! And 


Hydra-Matie Drive gives this new Oldsmobile all the smoothness 





of a skimming sailboat—all the flashing action of a speedboat at full 
: throttle... Keep in touch with your Oldsmobile dealer, and some day 


s you'll take command of a smart new Oldsmobile of your own! 
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telaine, 


e favorite brand of coffee 


hecause of its evar 


ITS GOOD MORNING INDEED WITH 
MAXWELL HOUSE FOR BREAKFAST 
soe IT HAS EXTRA FLAVOR 





iy : 





ne Maxwell House is 


bought and enjoyed by more 
people than any other 


brand of coffee in the world 


1 ein UW IN DRIP AND REGULAR GRINDS 2. N Glamis Linad Bag IN AN ALL-PURPOSE GRIND 


MH.-47M 


axwell House Coffee 


A Product of General Foods 














The Hearthstone 


Gontinued from page 25 


the doorsill? Look about you, Mick—all 
the home that’s: here, J’ve mace, an’ 
Peter still at the breast. What’s home 
to you, but a doorhole framin’ a view of 
your acres?” Turning, she gathered up 
the sooty linen in one swift exasperated 
swoop. 

Mick sighed, abashed. “I reckon I’m 
naught but a feckless fool,” he admitted. 
“But by heaven, Beth, I'll have ye a 
proper hearth ere another day passes!” 

His smoky eyes were pleading. Beth’s 
heart melted. “Sure an’ ye will then,” 
she soothed. “Think for yourself how 
grand twill be! Oh, Mick, I know your 
dream is for to see your acres all cleared 
But my dream” 
tis of a fine gener- 


, ® >< 2 
an’ wavin’ in wheat. 


she laughed shyly 


“ 


ous hearth, Mickeen, such as our 
children might grow up around.” 
He stroked her bright hair. Such as 


their children might grow up around 
. - « Slowly he caught her 
winter evening, years hence, the wind 
howling outside and they all snug 
indoors. He and tall Peter on one side 
of the hearth, cleaning their guns maybe. 
And the young ofes 
stretched out on the 
bearskin, learning 
their books by the 
firclight, or simply 
wondering about the 
flames. And Beth, 
her hair shining like 


vision—a 


ANNIVERSARY 


Red roses ordered by your secretary, 
Your card tucked properly beneath 


The rutty track between his ficids 
entered woods bright fringed with 
dogwood and sumach, Usually he liked 
to walk with an Indian’s stealth through 
the forest; but today, mersed in brood ing 
and choking on his pride, he scu‘'ed 
leaves, snapped twigs and plunved 
through rotted trunks so that the small 
wild things fled at his approach. 

Maples and birches gave way to the 
giants of the woods. Pines, oxks, 
uncouth sycamores, basswoods shedding 
their ragged yellow leaves, beeches 
around whose knuckled roots the trail 
wound snakelike — they closed about 
him in vigilant whispering ranks, 

He felt them watching. He looked up, 
clenching his fist in futile resentment, 
Here were the real owners of the land! 
His flimsy deed to these hundred acres 
was a mockery. All he could claim were 
the seven he had cleared, working from 
dawn to dusk with team and _ tools, 
pitting his young energy against this 
silent army who drove their tenacious 
grasp deep into the earth. They bat- 
tened on its richness, that should be 
nourishing his wheat! Well might Beth 
reproach him for neglect of her and the 
He had pitched battle with 
a campaign admitting 

of no quarter. “Och, 
but they’re cruel, 
the trees!” he broke 
out. 

Crueller the rocks, 
The plowshare 
jarred on them 
throughout every 


house! 
the wilderness— 


» fire itself, sing- a fold is fields. 
the fire itself, sing cis es end San ea yard of his fields. He 
ing the baby husha- leaves are very was forever hump- 
We Lovely, dear, and the buds are ing the jagged boul- 

“But here’s no moist and cold. ders over to the 


time for dreamin’,” 


Beth declared brisk- 


country air. 


ly, “nor for remorse my hand. 
neither, Mick! If “Brown as your eyes,” 
ye’re too stubborn “gold as your hair.” 


to ask Tom for a 
firin’, where will ye 


go? To Ab Scho- 


understand, 


never tell.” 


Once there were daisies sweet with 


You picked a few and thrust them in 


And then, knowing that I would 


You laughed and added, 


fence. And such un- 
handy shapes they 
were! He'd vowed 
to make Beth a safe 
hearth place — but 
where would he find 
a stone that was 
kind, that would fit 


you said, 


“Daisies 


field, him on the We chose a flower and plucked the protectively into his 
new farm north of petals, counting ack wall? 
>” Them breathlessly until the last one back wall 
wi fell. As he crashed 
Mick reached for Now as each birthday comes, I down a root-tangled 


his shovel. “Huh! know a mounting 
A surly beggar I Wistfulness for 


thought him, when Couny mere, 


Tom an’ I were over 
at his raising bee!” 

“Och now, that'll 
be his shyness, an’ ye all strangers.” 
Beth reached on tiptoe for a kiss. “Be 
off now!” 

At the turn of the path Mick paused. 
Should he try Tom after all? He'd 
oblige— he’d always taken a fatherly 
in Jordan’s farm. Och, Mick 
shrugged as if to throw off a patronizing 
Too fatherly! 
round of an evening, lounging up against 
the cabin wall, pufling away at his old 


thorns. 


interest 


hand. Forever coming 


“How d’ye expect to weather 
the winter with that hearth, Jordan?” 
feller down 


ee 


he’d drawi. “There’s a 
Davisville way who’s made a fireplace 
with just one stone—near fills up his 
whole back wall. Snug an’ safe, an’ 
mighty handsome too. But you'll have 
spry if you want one afore the 
frost cracks the mortar whilst it sets. 
I'd help you any time you name.” 

Well, wasn’t Tom right? He 
should have got a proper hearth long 
since. 


to be 


now, 


In summer, with the fire banked 
low, there had been no menace in it. 
But now, stoked higher for the chilly 


weather, the demon of it was aroused. 


wide fields and 


Remembering that daisies have no 


creckside, a flock of 
wild turkeys scur- 
ried in panic from 
under the big butter- 
nut on the far bank. 

Mick laughed 
grimly. “Fatten a while! I’ll nos shoot 
ye the day. *Tis no life I’m after, but a 
cold dead stone 

A cold dead stone. And suddenly 
there it was, jutting up toothwise be- 
tween the butternut and a beech. Its 
mossy sides were flat and smooth. It 
was thick, but not too thick .. . 

“Ts’t blind I am that it’s escaped my 
eye this long time?” Mick marvelled. 

He gave the rock a tentative tug. 
But +. might have been straining at a 
cliff, for all there was a tremor of yie!d- 
ing. It was fast in the deep hard clasp 
of the ground. The trees had flung their 
roots around it. 

Mick wiped his brow. “It'd need to 
be all dug around,” he muttered, “«an’ 
then how would I get my oxen to it? 
There’s scarce a trail here for a man, |ct 
alone ¢ a beast. An’ how could we win 
back across the gully, with three 
hundredweight o’ stone taggin’ behind? 
Must I hew down half the forest, an’ 
build a bridge, before I get a stone to 
my hearth?” 

He flung away from it in disgust, and 




























With just a touch of your foot on the acceler- 
ator, Mercury 114 simply comes alive. Power 


| pours from its 100-horsepower, V-type, 8- 


) cylinder engine. You're cushioned in comfort 


fe 
* 
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by long, slow-acting springs. Front and rear 
two-way stabilizers give positive roadability. 


Fast, silent, oversize, self-centering hydraulic 
> brakes mean quicker stops. You'll burst with 
> pride and really “step lively with Mercury 114”. 
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In appearance, too, Mercury is a lively car. 
Look at its smart, gleaming front, its long, 
low, graceful lines. See its rich mohair or 
corded broadcloth upholstery—its smart, plas- 
tic appointments with lustrous metal fittings. 


All this value comes to you at a figure down 
in the low-priced class. So plan for the day 
when you'll sit behind the wheel and “step 
lively with Mercury 114”, 


3 MERCURY AND LINCOLN DIVISION e¢ FORD MOTOR COMPANY OF CANADA, LIMITED 
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THE NEW CAR 
IN THE LOW: 
PRICED FIELD 
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.-- A Barrett Built-Up Roof, of Course 


Not so long ogo Junior's remork 
would hove startled onyone within 
hecring distance. Not so fodcy, 
when modern design specifies fict 
roofs for comfortable sun decks ond 
recrection crecs. 


For this modern home, Borreft 
hes developed the ideal roof... 
built-up clterncte Icyers of pitch 
cond felt, with a specicl crmoured 
surfoce. Theat is the principle of the 
fomous Bcrrett Specification*® roof, 
which is first choice of leading 
orchitects for Concdc’s great com- 
mercic!l buildings. 

For the traditionc! steep-roofed 
home Borrett Asphalt Shingles pro- 


vide the moximim in becuty ond 
protection. An exclusive fecture cf 
Borrett’s Brocd Shadow Shed-O 
Band* shingle is the pctented, 
permanent shadow lime benecth 
the edges of the shingles, giving 
the roof depth ond contrast on even 
the dullest dcy ...and with the 
“Master” Brocd Shadow, you get 
complete double coverage. 


Remember that Borrett makes c 
comprehensive line of aspholt 
shingles, roll roofings, built-up roof- 
ings ond protective products for 
new construction cs well as for 
mointencnce. 


THE BARRETT COMPANY, LIMITED 


MONTREAL + TORONTO 


* WINNIPEG +- VANCOUVER 


THE BARRETT COMPANY, LIMITED 
5551 St. Hubert Street, Montreal 34, Que. 


Please send me, FREE, further information about: 


ZC Shingle Roofs 
(CD Flat Roofs 
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And then he saw it. 

Lipping over the cliff edge was a fair, 
square limestone boulder. 

It was a trick. A mirage. Sure there’d 
be some catch to it. Hoisting up his full 
buckets, Mick struggled up the path 
toward the stone. 

Holding his breath, he touched it with 
a dubious hand. Holy saints, it rocked! 
It teetered gently under his grasp. 

“Six by eight, or as near as makes no 
never-mind,” he mused, “an’ stickin’ up 
ready to slip the traces round. The team 
could free it ina couple hauls!” 

He bounded home, water splashing 
jubilantly from his pails. “Beth, hey 
Beth! I’ve seen our stone!” 

“Mind out for the water!” she cau- 
tioned. ““What’s this about a stone?” 

“Och, there’s always more water in 
the river.” He set down his load. “But 
why, Beth, ’tis made for our 
fireplace!” He hugged her exultantly. 
“Now for the oxen—I’m away to fetch 


=. 99 
it. 


this stone 


She grasped his arm. “You'll not, an’ 
you on the tear since sunup! Stones’ll 
bide, won’t they?” She pushed him 
gently into a chair. 

Sighing, Mick stretched out a foot to 
rock Peter’s cradle. Tension ebbed out 
of his rangy limbs. He reached for a 
dipper of water to sousle his face. 

“Yon’s better!” He tossed the wet 
hair from his face, his gusto returning. 
“*Tis blind I am for never havin’ seen 
it before! I’m for fetchin’ it at dawn. 
Beth, d’ye mind how Tom’s forever 
harpin’ on that Davisville man an’ his 
snug one-stone hearth? Well, yon’s the 
sort we'll have here.” 

Beth smiled; they were partners in 


“Och, Mick, a 


home’s whole spirit grows around the 


homemaking now! 


hearth!” she breathed. 

Frost set its teeth into the Jand that 
night. Michael, roused by the gossip of 
the jays, stumbled out at dawn to see his 
new-turned furrows silver-rimed. The 
rising sun flung frail spears through the 
mist to the southern fringe of woodland. 
Sumach, maple and oak were jewels 
against the sombre velvet of pine-clad 
hills. The elms by the house stood 
proudly naked, their yellow leaves thick 
upon the ground. Aye, winter was upon 
them! He’d heard it riding down the 
north wind in the night, huddling the 
two of them together for warmth and 
cassurance against Its savagery. 

Let it come! 


harvested, 


He was prepared—corn 


tatoes and pumpkins 





tored in the dugout beneath the cabin, 


long with plenty of Government pork 
and flour. Game from the forest would 
provide variety. So much for food. And 
for warmth, the stone was waiting for 
him at the riverside. 
ino } Lad 2 Sasnvdus 

g, he ied his sturdy team 
rail. But as he crested a rise 


the riverbank, his whistle 





y and a team were there 


1dy, and the man was fitting traces 








Mick’s stone. 


“AB SCHOFIELD!” Mick strode down 


ward him. “Lay off that stone. ’Tis 
mire!” 


} I . 
Absalom stepped back, hands on hips. 
“ Mornin’, Jordan. What are you so het 


up for, eh? Who said this was vore 


e?” 
“| found it,” Mick glared. “What’s 
more, ‘tis on my land. I'll give ye just 
€ minutes to get off my property 
S field you an’ Clem an’ your 


Schofield threw back his grizzled head 
with a laugh that fanned Mick’s ire. 
“Ye're right generous,” he drawled. 
“We don’t need more’n a second to clear 
off’n yore land. The teams off’n it 
already!” He turned and pointed 
toward the woods. “See the blaze on 
yonder pine? It divides our farms, here- 
abouts. You an’ me both watched the 
Government surveyor hack out that 
mark. Well, if my eye serves me true, a 
line from that tree to this here stone 
would just about divide the stone be- 
tween us. Ain’t L right?” 

Mick measured the distance with his 
eye. “Right enough there, Ab,” he 
admitted grudgingly. “But I found it 
first, an’ I mean to have it! You go find 
another stone!” 

Ab stood his ground, maddeningly 
cool. “I'll do no such. I’ve had me eye 
on this boulder for a fortnight past. Was 
just waitin’ till I could git round to 
fetchin’ it. Happens my shanty needs a 
good hearth as well as yourn.” He 
laughed unpleasantly. “Too bad, 
Jordan. Seems | recall you’re a mighty 
green hand at fire tendin’. An’ mighty 
glad to come runnin’ to me—” 

Mick’s vision had blurred to a red 
haze of stones that wore the sneer of this 
man who would thwart him of his fire- 
side. Suddenly his fist came smashing 
across Ab’s mouth. 

“Hey!” roared Ab. His hand shot out 
and grasped Mick’s arm, shaking it 
roughly. “You’re runnin’ bullheaded 
into a pack o’ trouble if you pick a fight 
with me! Cit now! Afore I lay yore jaw 
open.” 

Mick flung out of Ab’s grasp. “Lay 
off this stone!” he panted. 

“Young fool,” growled Absalom, 
clenching massive fists, “danged if ever I 
thought I’d come to fight over a bit o’ 
But if you’re so all-fired stub- 


? 
born, come on! 


stone. 


They closed in with a rush, swaying 
and straining, pulling apart to swing 
wild blows, charging in again with 
lowered heads to wrestle like bears. 
Head butted into Ab’s hard hairy chest, 
legs locked around Ab’s sinewy legs,. 
fists pounding Ab’s massive unyielding 
ribs, Mick felt all but bested by the 
man’s brute strength. Ab was forcing 
him back—back, and down. He saw the 
gleaming whites of eyes and teeth, the 
bristle of beard¢ felt Ab’s hot breath as 
he loomed above him. He braced his legs 
and fought back his balance against 
Ab’s weight, and fell blindly on him, 
battering a furious tattoo on his ribs. 
Ab’s fist, crashing across his cheek, 
made him reel aback. Staggering, he 
flung out his arms to enclose Ab in a 
grim c mbrace. 

The forest whirled before Mick; the 
river roared behind. Desperately he 
garnered his ebbing strength and 
heaved at Absalom with a swift tripping 
jerk of the knee. Ab’s feet gave beneath 
him. | lis grasp I vosened, and he plunged 
backward ... 

Emerging from his nightmare, Mick 
watched him disappear; heard the im- 
pact of his body on the boulders. Sob- 
bing for breath, he stared down at the 
strange still huddle of the man. 

“Oh God, Ab!” he choked, and n- 
bled down the bank, Clem at his | 

Absalom was unconscious; | 
heart, under the torn shirt, beat stcadily. 
One leg lay ominously twis‘«d. Ye 
broke Paw’s laig!”’ Clem bli 

Ignoring him, Mick pr d at the 
twisted limb. Absalom stirred and 
groaned. Clem dashed water on his 
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LIKES A WINNER 





Canadian success story: Monarch 8 was introduced a year ago and 
immediately began to win high praise and enthusiastic friends. 
The 1947 Monarch 8 carries on from there; is steadily 

making history in the medium-priced field. 


A unique combination of sound, careful engineering and the 





deft use of top-quality materials throughout, Monarch 8 has 
the happy faculty of making a salesman of every owner. Your 


Ford and Monarch dealer will be glad to tell you about deliveries. 
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FORD AND MONARCH DIVISION, FORD MOTOR COMPANY OF CANADA, LIMITED 
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Amazing new ink 


actually prevents pen troubles / 


Parker Quink ... the only ink 
containing solv-x... prolongs 
life of all types of pens! 
For your pen to continue giving 
good performance, switch today 
to Parker Quink with solv-x. This 
remarkable new ink stops pen 
troubles before they start . . . gives 

4-way protection to your pen: 
I. Prevents metal corrosion and rubber 
rot caused by high-acid inks. 


2. Ends gumming and clogging. Gives 


quick starting, even flow. 


3. Dissolves and flushes away sediment 
left by ordinary inks. 


4, Actually cleans your pen as it writes— 


keeps it out of the repair shop. 


Brilliant, fast-drying Quink is ideal 


for every type of fountain pen— 
for steel pens, too. This ink 
alone contains pen-protecting 
solv-x—yet it costs no more than 


ordinary inks! 


Quink is America’s largest selling 
ink. Try it. You’ll see the differ- 
ence in the way your pen writes. 
Many businesses where ink is a 
big expense item insist on Quink 


—the only ink containing solv-x. 


Quink comes in four permanent colours: 
Black, Blue-Black, Royal Blue and Red. 
Three washable colours: Blue, Green and 
Violet. Four-ounce size 25 cents. Two- 
ounce size, 15 cents. Also in pints and 
quarts. Ask your dealer for Parker Quink 


and enjoy smoother, easier writing. 


PARKER PEN CO., LTD., TORONTO, CANADA 


PARKER Qui 
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THE ONLY INK CONTAINING SOLV-X 





pal nen \ 4 ( 
reared his | ( could ye 
not shift he ‘ i ly 

“No, Paw. H | ie 
n't b d ‘ t Mh { » { a 

Ab slumped b Ye «l-for- 
nothin’ !’ 

“Ab,” Mick ce | h ve the 
Davisville doc | end your farm 
while y laid up. | ; 

Shut up, Jordan! ¥ ld »such,” 
roared Ab, t ) I M 
boy | git the ¢ ~ ” smart 
about the ¢ cs feel my welt 
when I git { A f you 
foot around ind, he’ ety 
1 lungful o” lead No ike \ 
ornery slab o’ stone an’ be damned to 


ye!” He fell back fainting. 

Mick made to ease A y's bis frame on 
the ox-back. It would be a rough 
journey for a wounded man. 


stepped in front of him, musket to 


t 
shoulder. “‘Keep vore hands off’: wt 
You heard what he said? Well, he 
meant it. I’m a man now—16! I kur 
run the place.” H turned and | d the 
team away. Helplessly Mick watched 


the forest swallow them up. 


THE STONE, his treasure of yester- 


day, was now a dead loathsome thing 
He vented his misery i heartfelt kick 
against it. He was bitterly glad when 


it stung. Let it hurt! He deserved to be 


lurt, and! 


What had he done to Beth? Bringing 


her safety, and robbing her of friends. 


Spoiling everything he touched. Great 


= 
blundering gowk ... 


He wondered numbly which weighed 
+} * } j 
more, the stone bumping and slithering 

behind his team, or the stone of remor 


in his breast. Mick Jordan has a heart of 


stone, they’d say of |} Pity the man 
with i heart ots < ! | i 
so heavy, It | U La d- 
NCSS « « « 

Beth was : 
dress billowing 11 the w ‘ “M CKEC . 
she called, and came a- ¢ 

She was $0 . 
vould he be t W 

Lin's + I 





sively. Hadn't he i ? A ( 
hadn’t Ab all but spat in his face for it? 


“Tis grand!” cried Beth. “ "7 
beautiful!” But he < i ats 
ol his clouded br ys { ttere ce. 
“*Mickeen, what ——aD Aren't \ 
pleased?” 

“That I am, Beth.” His grin { 
p istered « **But ‘ ** thed 
it elf to m " d | n | ’ 

| | » 99 I 1 
| can mark 


— . 
1 IN ADS eid 
( > ¢ \ t 
” 

rp | t n 
1 to 
» W ) ce? 
, TY ed 
, 


knocked out his pipe with a delibc 


! 
j 
ur and said he’d be right proud, \ 
useful fellow, Tom. Though small, 
' 
had a wiry strength and plenty of 


poumption. 
They had to tumble 


t the boulder 


ine back | 


nto pla e. It 





down to ge I 


: 
was sheer punishing work to edge 


great stom 1; they labored in pant 
lence M K Ss p er ely ra | 
for ti | , I ears and 
ce alike were pricked. How 

fore Tom would pipe up with “I told 
uso?” Or worse, before he'd mention 
sch Id? 

Inste I, I 1 remarked as they vy ‘ 
lapping a clay bed on the logs of th 


vack wall before replacing them: “I , 


everal bushel o wheat needs totin’ to 
1 i o71T I 

he Kingston mull. It'll be the great 
aay when \ t wu ‘ built at 


York! Could [ take your corn as make- 
weight in my starboard saddleb 
Jordan?” 

Mick bristled at this neat contrast 
in farming progress. Blast Tom! Why 
1? But he'd better keep 


> 


} } a 
must he rub it! 


peace with one neighbor at least. 

“Thanks, Tom,” he grunted. “Milled 
flour wouldn’t come amiss. The plumpin’ 
mill’s hard work on Beth. I'll tend your 
tock m we. 

“Obliged fom drawled “I was 
thinking your youngun’ll be ready for 
ids soon, an’ ye wouldn’t want him 
pukin’ onr h hominy.” 

Surprise was in B th’s laugh. “Ye 


talk right motherly for an old hermit, 


“Well” Tom pursed his lips 

that’s another little matter I might 
Used to go to 
singin’ school with the seamstress there. 
A right nice girl, if she don’t mind 
hitchin’ up W tha fell r approachin’ 4 \ 


i 
tend to in Kingst 


“Tom!” gasped Beth. 

“Ye cagey rascal!” chuckled Mick. 
Here was news of a size to make one 
Between 
them they joshed the blushing Tom up 
hill and down dale, and the balance of 


the chimney building went like magic 


forget one’s own calamities! 


The two men went out to the bush to 


{ 


1 
cut a couple of crooked cedars to use as 


framework for the hearth’s sidewings. 
They built up the wings with Jath and 
straddling the rafter, 


mortar. then 
they built up the pot-bellied chimney. 
Beth stood below, handing up buckets 
of mortar and bundles of lathes—and 


{ inkar ls of ct I rat half time. Peter lay 


crowing a id st irry-eved in his cradl ’ 





too excited to sleep. 


Skilfully, patiently, Tom’s gnarled 


hands smoothed the mortar. “Mick, 
ak ; 8 
you're slappin’ on that clay too rough, 
cautioned, “ ’Tain’t the choicest 

me o’ year to raise a chimbley anyhow, 
n’ only as you doit slick an’ careful will 


t stand a chance o” hardenin’ agin the 


Mick frowned, resentment prickling 
fresh. “Can I be doin’ two jobs t 
ce? It’s taken me all my time cuttin’ 
down a few trees an’ raisin’ a field or 
twoo corn, As it is, I’m feared ’two "t 
; , i 0 
im ikeweight, Tom! 
“Easy, Mickeen!” Beth warned. 


Tom gave his side of the chimney a 
nal pat and swung cautiously to the 
“Well,” he said, wiping his 


smeared hands on his corduroys, “I was 
in’ to ask Schofield if he had any 
to be milled. That’d make up my 
load all right.” 


Michael blanched grey as the clay he 


< rm 


was using; he almost toppled off the 


# Continued on page 73 
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Smartwear 


HOUSECOATS ° LINGERIE * HOSIERY ° SPORTSWEAR 


AND COMPANY LIMITED 


4 


in housecoats glamorous enough for hostess gowns or practical for everyday use— 
but all smart because they're from Gordon Mackay. 
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Beauty on a fling! 





ess powder, li pstick rouge! 


















Warning! Not responsible for heads turned, hearts 

stolen by Fiesta— audacious new powder shade! Quick as 
winks, it gives your skin a new live look... snares all eyes with that 

vital young glow. Exciting? Fiesta is the most man-getting 

shade that ever came out of 

: Hollywood! Add the plus of 
RES Woodbury cling ... heavenly 

fragrance ... color- 
freshness...and say yes 


_ to Fiesta today! 


MARIE 
McDONALD 
featured in 
Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer’s 

“LIVING 
IN A BIG WAY" 























FIESTA LIPSTICK AND ROUGE! 


Rich true red on your lips! Fresh, 
rdsy glow for your cheeks! Wear 
Fiesta Lipstick and Rouge with : 
Fiesta Film-Finish Powder. All three 
styled by Hollywood experts 
for perfect color-harmony, 



















= Woodbury Film-Finish Powder in Fiesta, 
a eight other exciting shades, 49c, 29c, 16c. 
, (Made in Canada) 


: Woodbur y sim Powder 
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when | went into 


DIDN’T, though. There I was— 

that first day back from the honey- 

moon—sitting on the stepstool in 

the middle of my two-by-four apart- 
ment kitchen, with the White Clover 
dinnerware (service for eight) neatly 
stacked or hung in the cupboard, and 
the shower loot, which ranged from a 
vast preserving kettle to something new 
and different in dishmops, displayed or 
stowed, according to its kind. I was 
mistress of it all. And I was scared— 
properly. 

That Man in My Life had 
to be fed. His family and 
friends must be entertained at 
suitable intervals. Both jobs 
were mine and | was taking 
them on without training. 
Sure, I had been loudly ac- 
claimed for my Sea Foam 
Fudge, and years before, in 
Domestic Science class, 1 had 
put my whole mind on the 
icing of cupcakes and the 
mincing of ham and nuts for 
But actual 


experience in buying raw ma- 


sandwich fillings. 


terials, or in planning and pre- 
paring regular meals I had 
none, for in my mother’s house- 
hold everything was under her 
efficient control and if | hung 
around the kitchen tox 
1 would be told to run off and 


) long 


do my scales. 
Well, a healthy young couple 
can’t live on music, so I set out to 


learn another, more practical art. | 
learned by doing, and failing. Let me 
tell you—and if, in this confessional, I 


can steer a bride of 1947 away from 
my mistakes, I'll be happy. | 

In the first place, I tried to do too 
much. I had seen stuff by the dozen, 
the hundredweight, the basket, the 
bushel hamper, come to the back door 
at home; ergo, that must be the right 
way to buy. That summer the roadside 
markets were tempting, and we would 
load the car with baskets of tomatoes 
and plums and pic kling onions. Never, 
my child, be led into any intimacy with 
pickling onions. I spent a whole week 
end peeling them; for three days the 


apartment 


recked with the effluvium as 
: y gentled themselves in brine; when 
they were finally transferred to the hot 

egar solution in jars, it was necessary 
to rent a special locker for them in the 

isement (all cupboard space being 
taken up at that point with my canned 
jam, preserved cherries, 
months later when | 
lirst Jar for a Sunday night 


the 


omatc ] 
matoes, plun 


opened the 





the Kitchen . .. 


supper crowd, they were found to be 
entirely soft, entirely brown, completely 
inedible. The commercial packers haye 
done all my onion-pickling ever since, 

I overestimated two persons’ rate of 
consumption; I attempted projects far 
beyond my kindergarten clumsiness; | 
bought too much of everything in those 
first months. Even at that, | didn't 
have quite the surprising experience that 
a friend of mine confessed to. When she 
telephoned her first grocery order and 





It was a mercy that, after cooling, one accident 
ally fell on the floor with a waming smack, 


the voice asked how much of this or that 
she wanted, there was just one handy 
term of measure in her mind: one pound. 
So she started housekeeping with a 
breakdown something like this: two 
cupfuls of sugar, a little more of flour, 
two or three basketfuls of bayleaves, 
and enough black, white and cayenne 
pepper to do a Lady-of-Charity act with 
all her acquaintances during the recent 
shortage. 

I learned to be cautious with cook 
books. Too many times the most rept 
table “standard” texts take it for 
granted that the reader is an expert. 
When a recipe said “add flour till the 
right consistency to handle,” its of 
ginator could have had no possible 
notion of my handling capacity. My 
first doughnuts were made according to 
such directions; they looked wonderful 
as I lifted them out of the sizzling lard, 
but it was a mercy that, alter cool 


ing, one accidentally-fell on ‘he floor 
with a loud smack and splint«red like 
peanut brittle. Otherwise th: would 
have been a dentist’s bill in that first 


year’s budget. 
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Books indicated 
that every respectable kitchen would 
have a griddle on which to “bake” pan- 
cakes. This was a piece of equipment 
I lacked, and for several months | sat 
back and sulked, brooding on the impos- 
sible goal of pancakes for breakfast, 
until my aunt demonstrated the adap- 
tability of the frying pan. 

Nor did the books tell me why home- 
made soups soured with such madden- 
ing regularity. After throwing out 
gallons of beef broth, chicken-carcass 
soup, split pea purée with pork scraps, 
I mentioned my problem to a friend 
trained in chemistry. She enlightened 
me; any liquid containing meat .must 
be cooled rapidly, uncovered. If left ina 
warm place with the lid on, it becomes an 
ideal breeding ground for bacteria, and 
the result is that ghastly sour taste. 

Many times I’ve wished to heaven | 
had paid more attention in physics and 
chemistry classes. A lot of brain-wrack- 
ing would have been saved if I had been 
able to call forth, out of schoolday 
memories, those dull principles in re 
boiling points and displacements of 
bodies in liquids, and so on. It would 
have made my first adventure with deep 
apple pie quite, quite different. Some- 
one at the bridge club reeled off the 
instructions. It was a cinch, she said— 
just a dishful of sliced apples, sugar, a 
pinch of salt, and before you cover the 
whole business with piepaste “put a 
little cup in the centre to catch the 
juice.” Unfortunately she didn’t ex- 
plain that the cup should go upside- 
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I pummelled ground meat balls 
as if they were an enemy. 
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Sketches by Nancy Caudle 


down to do the job. So what I wound 
up with was: an oven smoking with 
burned apple juice, a pie covered with 
wet-blanket stuff instead of crisp crust, 
and, inside, a thoroughly baked cup sit- 
ting upright doing not a thing to earn 
its keep. I’ve never liked the woman since. 

The trial-and-error method taught me 
eventually that ground meat being 


Nobody had civen me a griddle! 
I sat back and sulked for months. 


formed into balls should not be squeezed 
and pummelled as one’s bitterest enemy; 
a loosely pressed ball or patty would 
be much tenderer to eat. The Battle 
of the White Sauce was won when I dis- 
covered that bread flour, better known 
as “all-purpose,” could be depended 
upon not to lump—no matter what my 
state of anxiety neurosis. 

The element of Fate—or call it natu- 
ral pectin, if you wish—still rises up to 
leer'at me during jelly-making season. 
I have conscientiously followed all the 
cookbook tests, at that critical point 
when you’ve got to make up your mind 
or else, but no method is foolproof 
against me. Last fall I tried the “alcohol 
test.”” The only alcohol in the place was 
whisky, so I poured a few drops of boil- 
ing apple syrup into a tablespoonful of 
that and waited for the miracle. Noth- 
ing happened. Well, anyway, the test 
wasn’t actually wasted—I needed a 
spoonful of stimulant right then. 

Nevertheless I love my work. There’s 
the excitement of experimenting and 
inventing; the challenge of raw mater- 
ials and what’ll-I-do-with-them. My 
friends may have laughed when I went 
into the kitchen, but frankly I’m the 
one that’s having the fun now. 
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You can't keep youngsters out of the kitchen . 
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Kids 
a 7h A private snack-bar, located just inside the back 
hangout: 
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door, featuring jumbo jars of their favourife after- 


school treats. Of course, this is going to invite 


traffic. But your good Gold Seal Congoleum rug 


toughened paint and baked enamel equal in thickness to 8 coats of the 
best floor paint applied by hand Gold Seal Congoleum is lastingly 
pretty, and it cleans up bright as new with 

the swish of a damp cloth. Just remem- 
ber! For all-round economy that only real 
Gold Seal Congoleum Rugs can give... 


look for this It carries the famous j 


seal. 
money-back guarantee of satisfaction! You'll 


be surprised how much quality you can 





buy for so little money. 
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Drive refreshed... Have a Coca-Cola 


A happy custom belongs out on the highway cooler, and you’re on your way—refreshed. 


* * * 


when you stop for gas and oil. It is part of “Coca-Cola’’ and its abbreviation ‘Coke’ are the regis- 
tered trade-marks which distinguish the product of 
the pleasure of motoring,—the pause that Coca-Cola 14, 


Merny’ 

refreshes with ice-cold Coca-Cola. You stretch ‘ Listen to The Pause That Refreshes On The Air 
1 { with Percy Faith and the Coca-Cola Orchestra 
: did feos Ly Sundays 6:30 P.M. EDT Columbia Network. 
your legs, have a Coke from the familiar red 4 


COCA-COLA LTD. 











The Hearthstone 


Continued from page 68 


rafter. Tom mustn’t know about Ab! 
Let him get clear away to Kingston! 
“Why, Ab hasn’t been on his concession 
long enough to raise a crop!” he stam- 
mered, “ ’Tis Government flour he’ll 
be livin’ on this winter,” 

Tom nodded. “You're right. I’d 
forgotten.” He squinted judicially up 
at their handiwork. “She'll do, Jordan. 
With two-three slabs for the hearth 
floor, you'll be set.” 

Sunset’s banners streamed into the 
cabin as their task was finished. Mick 
fetched the largest log of his woodpile 
for the backbone of his winter’s fire. 
Beth brought forward the shovelful of 
live embers salvaged from their former 
hearth. 

“Here, Mickeen.” Solemnity clothed 
her as votaress in a ceremony of which 
he was unworthy to take part. It re- 
quired clean hands, a pure heart... 

Instinctively he stepped back. “No, 
Beth. You.” 

The coals slid slowly from the shovel, 
their flames taking eager hold of the 
sturdy basswood log. The smoke wafted 
upward, true and steady through the 
new chimney. 

Mick broke the silence with forced 
heartiness. “‘Ain’t it handsome though? 
I'll wager ’tis the finest in all Upper 
Canada!” 

Beth lifted sleepy Peter from the 
cradle and laid her cheek against his 
damp hair. He reached out chubby 
hands, talking to the flames in little 
flutelike chirps. ‘“‘Children love a big 
hearth fire,”” Beth mused, content. 

Michael’s heart contracted. Surely 
their protection was worth any struggle! 
Worth a bioken leg, though? A broken 
friendship? 

“Beth”-—his voice was strangely 
pleading—“I’ll make ye a settle o’ 
black walnut. I'll set ye up a proper 
bake-oven—” 

She laughed, bouncing Peter gleefully. 
**Won’t we be grand? "Tis the warm 
house we'll have this winter—sure an’ 
’tis the housewarming we'll hold come 
Christmas! Tom’ll have Katie home by 
then. We might get the Davisville 
fiddler-—an’ Schofields’Il come—” 

“Not Schofields!” blurted Mick. 

“An’ why not, Mick? What’s a 
hearth-gathering, if not for kindness an’ 
good-neighboring?” 

Mick turned abruptly to the door. His 
sleeping fields huddled under the black- 
browed smudge of the woods. Beyond 
the stark elms, the harvest moon 
climbed the cold deep blue of heaven. A 
whippoorwill called, like a lost soul. 

Kindness. Good-neighboring. And 
his hearth built upon black bitterness 
and hate. How could any blessing come 
of it? 


A WEEK of sobbing rain followed 
Tom’s departure. Then winter came 
hard upon October’s scarlet heels. Snow 
swooped down the north wind in 
chaotic — spirals. Michael _ buffeted 
through drifts to Harding’s farm and 
returned driving Tom’s oxen to share 
the cramped byre with his own cattle. 
Save for venturing out to tend the 
animals, the Jordans were prisoned in 
their cabin for a fortnight. Peter was 
teething. Fretful and wakeful, he 
wailed, 

Mick prowled the cabin, restless as a 
panther. How was Ab enjoying the 
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bfizzard, his conscience prodded, and | 
him laid by with his leg a-mending? And 
wouldn’t his shanty be the chill place, 
and it without a proper hearth? 

Beth sat in the firelight, singing Peter 
hushabye. Mick glowered at them. The 
sight should be all joy to him; instead it 
twisted the knife in his heart. 

She glanced up, pleading. ‘Come sit 
down, Mick! Not two kind words ye’ve 
had for me the day.” 

He slumped down glumly beside her 
on his fine new settle. 


‘An’ js my company so tiresome?” she 
went on. “Ye never found it so when | 
we were courtin’, Be thankful ye’re 
sheltered at any rate. Poor Tom—has | 
he won a way through to Kingston yet, | 
I wonder? An’ how fares his courtin’? 
"Tis to be hoped the snow’ll ease off to} 
allow them back for Christmas. An’ 
how am I to get invitin’ Schofield 
whilst this lasts?” She laid a hand on 
his shoulder. ‘“Ye’ll cheer up come 
Christmas, Mickeen—” 

“A plague on Christmas!” he groaned 
in torture. 

“Why, Mick!” faltered Beth. Peter, 
who had been nearly asleep, roused into | 
wailing wakefulness. 

“Aye!” Mick flung away from her. 
“An’ a plague upon this snow! When 
will it cease, an’ set a man free o’| 
chatterin’ women an’ bawlin’ brats?” 

Tears sprang into Beth’s eyes. “T| 
should drive ye out into the snow for | 
that, Mick Jordan!’ Sobs shook her. | 
“Holy Mary, is’t for this I followed ye | 
into the wilderness? I thought—I | 
i 
thought when we made our hearth to-| 
gether that our hopes were one, an’ 
sweet would be the times we’d have by 
our own fireside. But now I know ye’ve | 
not changed, an’ never will. Always the | 
land beckons ye forth. Always wantin’ | 
out, always wantin’ free, always wantin’ | 
away from me!” 

“Beth, ’tis not so!” Misery was in 
his ink-blue eyes. “I didn’t know what I 
was sayin’—” 

She shook off his arm. He turned 
away, stifling an ache to fling his head | 
into her lap and confess the whole black | 
business. How long, O God, how long! 
must he carry this heart of stone? | 

The wind that night was a giant’s| 
dirge. Its icy fingers found the cabin’s 
every cranny. The fire quailed before 
its shriekings. The cabin creaked like a 
ship in mid-ocean, 

Mick shivered. Aye, the wind knew! | 
It was a banshee of vengeance, seeking | 
himout... | 

At dead midnight there was a mighty 
CRA-ACK! | 
Mick sat up, spine tingling. What had 











the wind been at in the forest? 

As he hunched there, senses straining, 
the wind heaved a quivering sigh and 
retreated into the north, as if that blast 
marked the completion of its task. The 
earth relaxed beneath its deep white 
blanket. An eerie light suffused the | 
cabin as the moon smiled out benign 
between the fleeing clouds. Michael | 
flung himself down and slept. 


They awoke to a world of dazzling | 


silence. 
“Aye!” Beth sighed as she helped him 
into his coat. “Here’s your freedom, 


M ickeen 
HE SET off on his snowshoes. There 


was snow to the fence tops. The bushes 
were clotted with it. In the silent heart 
of the forest it cascaded spasmodically 
down through the broad spirals of the 
conifers, 
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PRUNES 


SWEET BOTH FOR 
EATING AND CANNING 





N IT Plums but Freestone fresh Italian 
type Prunes grown in the mountain 
valleys of British Columbia. Here is a 
real treat for everyone who enjoys fresh 
fruit at its very best. B.C. fresh Prunes 
are rushed from orchard to market so 
that they retain all their natural vita- 


mins, minerals and sugar. 


Yow on Sate AY 
AT BETTER FRUIT COUNTERS 
PACIFIC TO ATLANTIC 


B.C. TREE FRUITS LTD. | 


Growing and Distributing 


CANADA'S FINEST FRESH FRUITS 


‘ 
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UTENSILS ARE YOURS IN Supreme! 


Economical—because SUPREME conducts heat 
evenly and cooks faster. 


Pre-tested —in our Home Economics and 
Research Kitchen to ensure quality. 


Modernly designed — with a high lustre finish 
and made from heavy gauge aluminum that 
guarantees lasting service. 


The Finest Qualities iN ALUMINUM COOKING 


“SUPREME IN 


Look for the SUPREME label before you buy. 


Your choice: SUPREME DeLuxe Heavy Duty -_ 


(base triple-thick) 
SUPREME Tested Quality. 


AVAILABLE COAST TO COAST—ASK YOUR DEALER 






THE KITCHEN” 


Here were places for tracks; there 
were game tracks. Why had he brought 
musket and snares, if he’d not use them? 
And yet... That crash in the night 
had been a signal for him. He must see k 
out its portent. 

The fragile winter sunshine filtered 
down through the beech leaves. They 
minded him of Beth. Small and frail and 
golden, they had clung to their trees 
through the gale. Thus would Beth 
hold to her home, time’s 
batterings and her man’s black moods, 
fading through the years, yet eve! 
laughing, ever young. Why, why must 
he hurt her, when he loved her so? 

In a squawking flurry of brown, a 
flock of wild turkeys rose panic-winged 
at sight of him. 

Memory stirred in Mick. He coc ked 
his gun. “Will ye be those same I left to 
fatten, October last?” he muttered. “I'll 
claim ye now.” 

His gun report ricochetted through 
the woods. A plump bird dropped; he 
went forward for it. Uncanny, how he 
recalled so plainly every tree in this 
patch of forest... 

He halted. Here was the wind’s 
work! 

Athwart the gully lay the giant 
butternut. At one end was the tangle of 
branches; at the other the labyrinth of 
roots. 

Mick spanned it, marvelling. This 
of oxen, he 


throug h 


bridge would bear a team 
reflected. 

There was a stone beside the fallen 
tree. The roots had ripped clean away 
from it, so that it jutted far out of the 


ground, 


“Why,” breathed Mick, “why, ’tis 


the same I first wanted for my hearth!” 
He strove to rock it, but it was unyield- 
ing. “The butternut’s let go, but the 
beech has got it tight yet,” he muttered. 
“Still it'd be a sight easier to dig up, 
what with the tree makin’ a bridge an’ 
all. But 
why?” 
He paused, frowning. Why? Why 
had the wind seen fit to do this? He’d 
Aye, fought 


I’m not needin’ it now. So 


got a hearth, meantime. 
for it! 

And Ab Schofield, with his leg a- 
mending, in a draughty shanty . 

“Och, banshee wind, ye’ve been at a 
good work!” Mick suddenly exclaimed. 

He recrossed the gully and took his 
axe to the branches. Soon they Iay 
strewn about the snow, leaving the 
trunk a broad clear causeway. 

He'd left his turkey under the beech 
on the opposite side. Returning for it, 
he saw a figure move among the distant 
trees. An Injun, most like . . . 

Crack! Mick’s left 


shoulder seared red-hot. 7 wisted with 


barked a gun. 


pain, he stared in the direction of the 
shot. A slim figure darted out from 
be hind the tree. “Stay off’n oul land!” 
it shouted, and fled. 

“Clem Schofield!” Mick’s good hand 
clenched on his gun. “Ye dirty s imp 


get for this 


divil a hearthstone ye'll get 
» > r 
reception! 
Stagg« ring with pain, he turned. But 


. there lay the 


bridge , and the 
bared stone. He must complete the work 
of the banshee wind. 

Safe on his own land, he shed his coat 
and examined his wound. The bullet 
lay in his left arm just below the 
shoulder—not deep, but awkward, and 
stabbing with every movement. Ah, 
how he longed to run to Beth, to let her 


pity it and swab it with hot water and 


ICE 


AND A MODERN 
Fe Le A LET TEA 


TH a 


BACK AGAIN! Modern Air-Condi- 
tioned Ice Refrigerators—with new 
beauty and super efficiency—are now 
available. Above model designed by 
one of four manufacturers whose 
refrigerators are approved by Cana- 
dian Ice Foundation. See them at your 
local ice company or furniture store. 





‘The air-washing action of melting 
ice is Nature's own way of keeping 

: ‘ ' 
foods full-flavoured, vitamin-rich! 





There's nothing to go out of order 
in an ice refrigerator. Upkeep is 
low. Each icing lasts 4 to 6 days. 


CANADIAN ICE FOUNDATION 
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make it right! Gritting his teeth, he 
dug it out with his knife. Then, shiver- 
ing, he the wound with 
snow, and bound it up somehow with a 
twig tourniquet and a strip of shirt. 

He was shaking as he donned his coat. 
The bullet was out of his shoulder. 
Would the stone come out of the ground 
as easy now? And what of the stone in 
his heart, at long last? 

Reaching the cabin, he flung open the 
door and tossed in the turkey. ‘‘Here’s 
dinner. Don’t wait on me. I'll be in the 
woods till dark.” 

Beth glanced up. 


washed out 


His young ace, 
blanched and stern under his coon cap, 
startled her. Was he still in a black 
sulk then? “Very well, Mick,” was all 
she said. 

He gave the door a resolute slam. Not 
yet, not yet! A long day’s work ere he 
might earn evening, and her arms. 

Four oxen champed in the byre—his 
team and Tom’s. A lucky thing, that! 
He could use a double team, this haul. 

The beasts snorted distrustfully, 
plunging and rearing through the snow. 
They had never come so far into the 
woods before. Mick had to lop branches 
and heave logs aside to let them through. 
When butternut 
bridge, they tossed their heads and 
rolled their eyes and tried to back 
away. 


they came to the 


The trunk was too narrow for both 
man and beasts. Snatching up a long 
branch, Mick leapt into the snowdrifted 
gully and plunged along beside them, 
shouting and switching like 
devilled. The tree sagged trembling 
under the weight. There was an ominous 
rending; horrified, Mick saw a long side- 
wise crack appearing in the centre of the 
trunk. It widened, inches by seconds 

“Come on, ye divils!””. He scrambled 
up the far side and hauled desperately 
at the leader’s traces. ““Come on! D’ye 
want your backs broken?” 

As the last ox came stomping off the 
bridge, the trunk split asunder with a 
thunderous crash and fell into the gully. 

Mick stared down at it.“ "Tis well I 
didn’t intend takin’ the stone back yon 
road,” he panted. Unstrapping his 
shovel from the back of an ox, he began 
to dig snow and earth from around the 
boulder. 

Sweat poured from him. Had to keep 
at it! To stop was to remember pain. 


one be- 


The sun was near noon-high, and his 
task not half done. Soft the snow, but 
iron-hard the ground. The 
scemed to gain a weight of its own. It 
wabbled in his hand, half full of 
earth... 

But even when he had finished dig- 
ging, the stone was still held in a grim 


shov el 


matriarchal embrace of beech roots. 
Quivering, Mick sank down on one of 
the tree’s gnarled knuckles and buried 
his face in his hands. How could he 
fight all nature’s forces, and him a 
maimed man? His hand came away 
stickily red from his winged shoulder. 
The tourniquet wasn’t holding. 

From high in the tree came a loud 
scolding. Nuts pelted down, bouncing 
off his head and back. 

Och, the squirrels! He jerked up and 
shook his fist at them. “Are ye thinkin’ 
’tis beaten | am? Wait then!” 

Taking his axe in his good hand he 
hacked away at the roots with wild, 
awkward strokes. Sometimes he struck 
square; often the axe jarred sickeningly 
on the rock. Twilight filmed down 
over the forest. Mick hacked feverishly. 
He must finish while there was light 
enough for putting on the traces! 

At long last the stone lay naked 
—square, smooth, suited to a shanty 
wall. Mick’s hands, fumbling with the 
trace buckles, were a bunch of thumbs— 
the leather slithered so—the dusk fell so 
fast-—-pain, red blinding pain, filled his 
whole world. There, that would have to 
be tight enough! 

“Giddap!” he croaked. Through a 
trance of agony he watched the team 
move forward, but his traces slid 
gently ‘off and left the stone still lying 
behind. 

“Whoa!” His voice was a strangled 
bleat. He stumbled over to the traces. 
Oh God, another effort—when would his 
purgatory end? 

The crash of branches made him look 
up. Clem Schofield advanced, shotgun 
in hand. Mick flung up his hands. 
“Clem! don’t shoot—I’m bringin’ ye—a 
hearthstone!” 

The trees closed whirling about him. 
He slumped across the stone, his world 
gone black, 





“WELL, MRS. SCHOFIELD, seems 
you’ve got the first infirmary here- 
abouts!” 

The words floated down into the void 

of Mick’s mind, leading him up, up 
again to life. He frowned. Tom Hard- 
ing’s drawl. But how . . .? 
* A baby squealed—why, ’twas Peter! 
A deep-throated rumble of mirth— 
could that be Ab? Women’s voices too. 
Light flickered under his eyelids, coaxing 
them open. 

“Hist! He’s rousing.” At sound of 
Beth’s soft voice his mouth quivered in a 
smile; a queer sob of relief escaped him. 
SU os 

She brooded over him. He clung to 
her small freckled hand. She bent to kiss 


Pattern descriptions and details for ordering 


2134—Girls’ dress in sizes 7, 8, 10, 12, 14. 
Size 10: 3% of 35”; 2% of 39”; 2% of 41”; 2 
of 54”. Price 25c. 

2146—Girls’ topper and skirt in sizes 7, 8, 
10, 12, 14. Size 10, topper: 2% of 35”, 2% of 
39” or 1% of 54” with or without nap. Skirt: 


1% of 35”, 1% of 39” or 54” plaid or plain 
material. Price 25c. z 
2145—Girls’ coat and detachable hood in 


10: 3% of 35” or 
Lining: 2% of 39” 


sizes 7, 8, 10, 12, 14. Size 
2') of 54” plaid material. 
Price 25c. 

2138-—Girls’ suit in sizes 7, 8, 10, 12, 14. Size 
10, jacket: 2 of 35” or 1% of 54” with or with- 
out nap; 1% of 39”. Skirt: 1% of 39”; 1% of 


54”. Price 25c. 
2109—Child’s dress in sizes 2, 3, 4, 5, 6. 
Size 4: 1% of 35”; 1% of 39” or 41”. Lage 


edging: 4% yards of 42” width. Price 25c. 
2i111—-Child’s dress in sizes 2, 3, 4, 5, 6. Size 

4: 1% of 35” or 1% of 39” lengthwise striped 

material. Collar: % of 35” or 39”, Embroid- 


ered edging: 1 yard of 1%” width. Bow: 

% yard of %” width ribbon. Price 25c. 
2141—-Teen-age dress in sizes 10, 12, 14, 16. 

Size 12: 3% of 35", 3% of 39”, 3% of 41’ or 2% 


of 54” plaid material. Detachable collar: % 
yard of 35” or 39”. Ribbon: 1 yard of 5%” 
width. Price 25c. 


2130—Junior misses’ and misses’ two-piece 
dress in sizes 11, 12, 13, 14, 15, 16, 18. Size 15, 
top: 2% of 35”, 39” or 1% of 54” lengthwise 
striped material. Skirt: 24% of 35”; 2% of 39”; 
1% of 54”. Price 25c. 

2135—Misses’ and women’s coat and sepa- 
rate hood in sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 20, 40. Size 
16: 3% of 54” plaid material. Hood: % of 54” 
plaid material. Price 25c. 

2148—Junior misses’ and misses’ chemise 
dress in sizes 11, 12, 13, 14, 15, 16, 18. Size 
15: 2% of 35” or 39”; 1% of 54”. Price 25c. 

2150—Teen-age suit in sizes 10, 12, 14, 16. 
Size 12, jacket: 2% of 35” or 1% of 54” plaid 
material, Skirt: 1% of 35”, 1% of 54”. Price 
25c. 


Simplicity pattems may be obtained from your local dealer, or by mail through 
the Pattern Department of Chatelaine Magazine, 481 University Ave., Toronto 2, Ont. 
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You Can Soon 
Have These Oftener/ 


=O lovely to look at, so good to eat — it’s no wonder folks 
(~" feel that larger supplies of Jell-O Puddings and Jell-O 


are mighty welcome! 


Yes, we're making more of those wonderful Jell-O desserts, 
fast as we can. Keep asking for them. There will be enough soon 
for you to give your family the more frequent treat of eithc= 
served plain, or in one of the inspired variations suggested here c> 
on the packages. 


A Wonderful, Wonderful 


Marble Cream Pie — Prepare 1 package each of Choco- 
late and Vanilla Jell-O Pudding, using only 134 cups 
milk for each. Cool mixtures. Put alternating tablespoon- 
fuls in baked 9-inch pie shell; “marble” by cutting zig- 
zag through filling, first in one direction, then in 
opposite. 


Inspired but Simple — 


Left (below) Lemon and Lime Jell-O, chilled 
separately, broken in sparkling flakes with 
a fork ... then piled in dessert glasses. 
Right (below) Cubes of Raspberry 
Jell-O layered with a delicious cold 
sauce of Jell-O Vanilla Pud- 
ding, made with 3 cups milk. 





a 


Thrilling, Colorful: 


A mould of Strawberry Jell-O, half 
whipped, half plain. Garnish clear part 
of jelly with mellow-ripe banana slices 
... garnish the dish with unhulled ber- 


ties, when available. Products of General Foods 


Whats Found only in Jell-O ? 


ers 


That “locked-in” Jell-O Flavor ! 


Jell-O is @ trade-mark owned by 
General Foods, Limited 


JP-137M 
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Only 


AUTOMATIC 


MIXMASTER 


has the Frclusive AIXFINDER DIAL 
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MIXES 
MASHES { 
| WHIPS ‘ 
f ao Until you've used the famous 
' BLENDS Sunbeam Mixmaster you've 
JUICES } no idea how fast and 
FOLDS ; easy your cooking, bak- 


CREAMS ing, food-preparing can 
be. Only Mixmaster has 
the exclusive MIX-FINDER 

Dial on which all the every- 
day mixing speeds are plainly 
indicated, Sunbeam Mixmaster 
means higher, lighter, vel- 
vety-textured cakes... 
creamy-fluff mashed pota- 
toes . . . smooth-as-silk 
icings, sauces .. . more 

juice from the same 
oranges. No end to its 
usefulness—to the time 

and arm-work it saves. 

The supply is increas- 

ing — see your dealer. 
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On sale wherever good electric applicnces are sold 
SUNBEAM CORPORATION (CANADA) LIMITED 
321 Weston Rd. §$., Toronto 9 
Over Half a Century Making Quality Products 
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s tor ,jumhbeam TOASTER 


'RONMASTER, COFFEEMASTER SHAVEMASTER, etc 




















The Hearthstone 


Continued from page 75 


him, and his good arm reached up to 
hold her there. * Mickeen, Mickeen,” 
she laughed gently after a minute, “not 
before all these friends—” 

“All... these... friends...” he 
marvelled. Tom’s kind eyes, shrewd- 
wrinkled—and a dark buxom woman 
beside him; towhaired Clem dandling 
wee Peter; Hester Schofield’s tired 
faded face illumined in a smile; and big 
Ab, black beard abristle round his grin, 
reclining on a bunk across the room, his 





leg protected by a wooden frame. Some- 
how, then, he’d won them back; he | 
who had been chip-shouldered against | 
the world. “But. . .” he stammered. 





“See, Mickeen,” Beth 

how grand a hearth it makes 
stone ye found,” 

He elbowed up. Aye, there it was, 
handsome as you please, filling Ab’s 
shanty wall. And a pot-bellied chimney, 
fashioned like his own, and the fire 
roaring up, shedding its jovial glow 
around the little room. 

He sank back. “Beth—ye know, 
then? An’ Ab—he’s forgiven—” 

“Shore, boy, shore! Danged if I’d 
bear a grudge, after you go nigh killin’ 
yourself to fix things!” 

“But,” Mick stammered, “how did it 
get here? Who set it up? How did ye 
all... Tom, I thought ye’d be at 
Kingston yet?” 

Tom turned to the woman beside him 
with a slow smile of content. “Well, 
Mick, I got through my Kingston chores 
right smart, Katie here provin’ agree- 


whispered, 
the 


able.” 

“TI couldn’t wait to get home by 
Christmas,” confessed Katie, “ 
an’ I, we hustled an’ got here round 
noon today.” 

“We stopped by to deliver your flour 
an’ get @ warm up,” said Tom, “an’ 
stayed chattin’ till past dark. When | 
go to feed the oxen, they’re gone! Then 
we get a mite anxious—specially your 
missus here.” 

“Ye'd been so strange lately,” mur- 
mured Beth, “but och, Mickeen, now | 
know why!” 

“So,” Tom continued, ‘ we all bundle 
up an’ take lanterns an’ follow the 
tracks into the woods, an’ find you slung 


so Tom 


for dead acrost an ox, an’ Clem gruntin’ 
away at the stone.” 

“Honest, it’d be there yet if I hadn't 
had help,” Clem declared. “Whew! 

"Twas a beezer to shift.” 

“Clem allus comes at problems wrong- 
end-to,” growled his father. “He'll 
learn someday knack to 
things.” 

“But Mr. Harding shore has the 
knack o’ hearth buildin’! Hester ex- 
claimed. “Him an’ Clem have been at 
it since six this evenin’, an’ here the 


there’s a 


fire’s in it this same midnight.” 
’ 1 , ' . . 
“An’ Jordan sleepin’ through it like 
his own babby!” chuckled Ab. 
“He’s weak,” whispe red Beth ten- 
derly, “the blood he’s lost ; 
Michael grinned. A joy suffused him 
dancing like the flames. No stone was in 
1s breast—only his own young heart. 
“Ah,” he whis; 1, sl | 
— € uspered, sieepily content, 
twas sure a heavy load to t 


tote... 
But it looks grand now, where it 
belongs. He yawned. “Good night, 


neighbors all,” he murmured, and fell 
sound asleep. & 











GILLETT’S 
cleared it FAS// 


@No need to hold up dinner while 
you slave at a clogged drain. Quick 
as a flash, Gillett’s Lye cuts through 
grease and grime...has that drain 
running free again. Just shake it in 
..~ full strength . . . Gillett’s takes 
over the job from there. 


Gillett’s takes over your other 
“dirty work” too. Keeps toilet bowls 
gleaming white, cleans laundry tubs, 
lifts that “cooked-on” food right off 
pots and pans. Get a few tins of 
Gillett’s today! 


Never dissolve lye in hot water. 
The action of lye itself heats water. 
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The name Canadian Beauty means 
something to you. It stands for 
enduring style, long life, faithful 
service—qualities built into these all- 
Canadian appliances ever since the 
first Canadian Beauty was made 
many years ago. Supplies are limited 
at present because of general material 
and labor shortage, but production 
is increasing steadily. It will pay 
you to look for Canadian Beauty 


RENFREW ELECTRIC AND REFRIGERATOR 
COMPANY LIMITED — RENFREW, CANADA 











Pore No, no, no! 


Don’t plan 
your dream house and 
then try to pay for it. 
Consider cost before plan. 


The Smiths Build a House 


2. We Arrange the Financing 


John Caulfield Smith, Chatelaine’s architect and Home 
Planning Editor, gets down to bed-rock when he discusses 
financing the construction of a new home. He tells you 
how to estimate what you can afford to spend and 
describes the various types of mortgage plans available. 


AST month I told you how we Smiths embarked 
on our adventure in building. What an adven- 
ture! We bought our lot two years ago, but 
my wife and I—to say nothing of the two 
children which have blessed our union—are still 

awaiting completion of the house. If you decide to 
build, you may be more fortunate than we were. 
But you won’t know in advance, so I urge you to 
postpone the project if you possibly can. Should 
this be impossible, you may nevertheless profit by 
some of my experiences. Let’s get on with Part Two 
of my true confessions .. . . 

One of my unpleasant—and unoriginal—discoveries 
was that the actual cost of building could exceed the 
estimated cost. I made allowance for unsettled post- 
war conditions, but did not foresee that the Dominion 
Government would abandon construction control so 
soon. You'd imagine that with a housing shortage, 
erection of less essential buildings like theatres, 
bowling alleys and service stations would be post- 
poned. That’s what has been done in other countries. 
Not here. As a result, structures of every conceivable 
type are going up, but progress is agonizingly slow. 
The delay means added costs. The owner of a com- 
mercial building can pass these on to the public by 
increasing the price of his products, but the owner 
of a house must pay them himself. 

I’ll discuss how to provide for higher costs, but 
first let’s look into the matter of financing construc- 
tion. It may not be as fascinating a subject as deciding 
on the floor plans and materials and equipment, but 
it’s every bit as important. And, incidentally, if you 
imagine the way to proceed is to include everything 
you want in your house and then figure out how to 





The interest rate on your mortgage and the size of your 
down payment will vary according to where you get your 
mortgage. You can repay loan in monthly installments. 


pay for it, let me disillusion you at once. Exactly the 
reverse practice should be followed. Calculate in the 
beginning what you can afford, then try to get as 
much accommodation as you can for this amount. 
Sound financing is essential if you’re to find home 
ownership a joy and not a burden, 

Most people cannot save enough to pay for the 
entire cost of building a house. However, they can 
save enough to pay part of the cost and, if they have 
a steady income, can get a loan for the remainder. 
Such a loan is called a mortgage and is obtained from 
a lending institution. The house forms security for 
the loan, which is repaid in installments over a period 
of years, 

Authorities say your mortgage should not exceed 
an amount greater than twice your annual take-home 
pay. Observe this rule because, in your eagerness to 
build, you may be tempted to undertake obligations 
that would be hard to meet at a later date. You are, 
of course, responsible for the entire amount of the 
mortgage. Should you sell your house, for instance, 
and the sale price is less than the amount of the 
mortgage, you must make up the difference. 

My wife and I realized that a house, like any other 
physical asset, is subject to depreciation and obsol- 
escence. Its value decreases with the passage of time. 
We attempted to arrest this process by paying careful 
attention to the location, design and construction of 
our house. Last month I dealt with location; design 
and construction will be covered in later articles. 


HOW MUCH can a person afford to spend in building 
a house? It’s usually assumed that one quarter of 
one’s income is the most that should be paid for 
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heated accommodation. Actually the amount depends 
on personal circumstances. You may have other 
obligations which do not permit you to pay so much. 
If your living costs are low you may be able to spend 
more. 

The best way to tackle the problem is to calculate 
what you yourself can actually afford. List your 
monthly expenses for food, clothing, transportation, 
entertainment and holidays, church and charity, 
savings, life insurance and so on. Include everything: 
electricity, gas and telephone, even such things as 
Christmas presents and postage stamps. Add up the 
various items and subtract their total from your 
monthly take-home pay. Income tax has already 
been deducted, so the answer you get is the amount 
you can spend each month on housing. It must 
cover payment of mortgage principal and interest, 
property taxes, repairs and maintenance, heat, 
domestic hot water, and fire insurance. It should 
also include three per cent interest on your down 
payment because your money would earn about that 
much had you invested it in Government bonds. 

When you know the amount you can spend each 
month for shelter, it’s not hard to determine what 
your expenditure on building a house can be. For 
easy figuring let us assume you can spend $100 a 
month and can obtain a 20-year mortgage. Simply 
multiply $100 by 100 to obtain $10,000 as the amount 
you can afford. With a 20-year mortgage 100 is the 
factor employed. Mortgages of shorter or longer 
terms have their own factors. But no matter what 
sum is arrived at, set aside at least one fifth of it to 
cover the cost of lot, financing charges, architectural 
services, equipment costs and landscaping. The 





It's usually assumed that not more 
than one quarter of your monthly pay 
cheque should go for housing, but 
your personal circumstances will 
determine the exact amount. 


remaining four fifths. will represent the actual cost of 
construction. In other words, four fifths of $10,000, 
which is $8,000, will represent the cost of the house 
in our example. 


YCU’LL WANT to know how much house this money 
will buy. The answer will depend not only on your 
tastes in design and materials but on standards 
established by your local building code. Find out 
the cost per cubic foot of houses similar to yours 
recently constructed in your district. This information 
can usually be obtained from your architect or builder. 

If you prefer you can make the calculation yourself. 
Ask the owner of the dwelling that fills the necessary 
requirements what his building cost was. Then from 


f 
5000.00 _ sofer auf 
50x20'X27 





Cost of building is estimated at so much per cubic foot. 
To get a rough idea, divide the cost of a recently com- 
pleted house by its length times its width times its height. 
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NEXT YEAR’S WEEDS 





Prevent Fall Weed Growth with 


gave WEED-NO-[Vfor 


If your lawn is beautiful and weed-free today, don’t let up now. 
True, summer is almost over, but remember, there is still time 
for weeds to reseed. During the fall, reseeded weeds will 
grow and get a firm grip on your lawn for next spring. 





Prevent next spring’s weeds... now. Spray your lawn again 
with quick-penetrating Weed-No-More. Knock out next year’s 
weeds before they get started. 


Weed-No-More application is quick and easy. It will not 
harm grass. But it will kill weeds right to their root tips... 
give you a start on a beautiful lawn for next year. 


5% DDT HOUSEHOLD SPRAY (Residual) — September is a bad 
month for flies. But you can keep your home fly-free for the next 
8-10 weeks. One thorough application of DDT Household Spray 
will do the job. 


PYRADEE* INSECT POWDER—Cockroaches are tough customers to 
deal with, but fast-acting Pyradee lays them low. Dust it into cracks 
and crevices and dark corners where they hide. When insect 
pests touch it, they die. 


H-3 MICRONIZED* RAT KILLER—Now...the first complete rat 
killer in handy tablet form. Eliminates old, messy methods of 
killing rats. Contains two powerful rat poisons, Red Squill and 
Antu, plus a specially developed bait... all thoroughly mixed into 
a single tablet. 


GREEN CROSS FIELD LEADER PRODUCTS 


are manufactured by: *Reg’d trade-mark 


THE CANADA PAINT CO. THE LOWE BROTHERS COMPANY 
LIMITED WE Tha de) 


THE SHERWIN-WILLIAMS CO. 
OF CANADA LIMITED 


THE MARTIN-SENOUR CO 
LIMITED 





measurements of the length, width, and 
height taken from the plans or on the 
job, calculate the cubical contents of 
the building. Armed with this infor- 
mation, simply divide the cost by the 
cubical contents to get the cost per 
cubic foot. 

Of course, the figure you get from 
your architect or builder, or from your 
own calculation, is based on past con- 
ditions and is, therefore, a rather un- 
reliable guide. It’s essential today to 
allow something to cover rising building 
costs. I suggest you increase the latest 
cost you can obtain by 10%. That is, 
if you find that a house comparable to 
yours was built for 45c per cubic foot 
last year, add 10% or 5c to this figure, 
thus anticipating 50c per cubic foot this 
year. Returning to our example—the 
$8,000 house—divide the $8,000 by 50c 
to obtain the number of cubic feet it 
will contain. Unless my arithmetic’s 
faulty, the answer is 16,000. 

The next step is to divide the cubical 
contents by the height in order to 
obtain the floor area. Let’s take for 
granted your house is a two-story 
building, without garage or open porch. 
Dividing 16,000 cubic feet by 27 feet 
we get a floor area of 600 square feet. 
This determines the exterior dimensions 
of your house which will be about 26 
feet by 22 feet, and this in turn implies 
a six-room dwelling. 


TO OBTAIN a mortgage loan, you 
must have proper plans and specifica- 
tions prepared. Mortgages are obtain- 
able from trust companies, life insurance 
companies and other lending institu- 
tions. Lending practices vary, depend- 
ing on the type of institution and type 
of mortgage. On a regular mortgage 
basis, a trust company will require a 
50% down payment on its estimated 
value of your house and lot. A life 
insurance company will require a 40% 
down payment. In the case of a 
National Housing Act mortgage, which 
may be obtained from either a trust 
or a life insurance company, you need 
a down payment of about 20%. Natur- 
ally, it’s best to pay down as much as 
you can and keep your borrowing to a 
minimum. That way you pay less 
interest and have less principal to repay. 
The chief difference between a regular 
and a National Housing Act mortgage 
is in its interest rate. On a regular 
mortgage 5% is charged and on a 
National en Act mortgage 414% 
On either basis it’s possible to pay at 
the mortgage on easy terms over a 
period of years. You make monthly 
payments just like rent to cover 
principal, interest and property taxes. 
You must remember 
is most 


and this point 
important—that with the 
present high building costs, the lending 
institution’s valuation of your house 
and lot will be less than the actual cost. 
So, you must make up the difference in 





addition to your down payment. This 
policy is designed to protect you from 
making commitments now which might, 
at a later date, saddle you with a 
monthly payment beyond your means, 


MY WIFE and I decided to finance 
our house on a regular mortgage instead 
of a National Housing Act mortgage, 
When we started to build, the Dominion 
which guarantees NHA 
mortgages, was following an exceedingly 


Government, 


conservative policy as regards valua- 
tions. While we were required to put 
as down payment, 
official valuations were so far below 
actual cost that the sum to make up 
the difference, plus our down payment, 


up only about 20% 


came to about the same amount as the 
40% down payment required on a 
regular mortgage. We, fortunately, 
found a life insurance company with a 
liberal valuation system and arranged 
our financing with it. 

Your down payment may be in the 
form of land or cash, or both. As I 
me ntioned last month, be sure you 
don’t buy a lot until it has been ap- 
proved by the lending institution from 
which you plan to get your mortgage. 
And don’t start construction till your 
application for a loan is approved. If 
you do, it’s at your own risk! 

If, after all possible precautions, you 
find your original estimates are being 
exceeded, you can’t halt construction, 
You are responsible for the amount of 
the mortgage, and simply have to dig 
up the difference. You see, the lending 
institution is advancing the mortgage 
money to you at periodic intervals. 
Each advance bears interest which is 
deducted from the final payment you 
receive. Thus, the longer the building 
operation takes, the smaller the final 
payment becomes. You need every 
dollar, so you must go on. This problem 
I faced myself—a fine thing for an 
architect and architectural editor to 
admit! But it could happen to you 
too, in times like these when costs keep 
soaring. 

In such an emergency there are a 
number of steps which may be taken. 
You can apply to the lending institution 
for a higher valuation. It may be 
granted, but, if not, you will have to 
go to the bank and get a loan on your 
victory bonds, life insurance or other 
securities. If you have no securities you 
can perhaps arrange for a private loan, 
or get someone to guarantee a bank 
loan for you. If you own a car or 
furniture you can likely borrow money 
Another 
solution would be to place a second 


from a finance company. 
mortgage on your house. However, 
second mortgages are expensive. They 
are heavily discounted, which means 
that you might obtain $2,000 cash but 
would have to repay $2,400 and pay 
interest on the higher amount. 


Next Month:“ Designing our House.” 





THE LABEL ON YOUR MAGAZINE 


is a facsimile of Chatelaine’s permanent record of your sub- 
scription. If the initials, spelling or address are not correct, 
please advise us promptly so that our records may be adjusted. 


Should it be necessary to write us at any time regarding 
your subscription, please refer to the reference number shown 


below the address on the label. 
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SHINING EXAMPLE NO. 4 


Confidence Comes 
in Looking 





Of course you shine your shoes for 
important meetings—but what 
about those other times? Decisions 
concerning you are made then too 
—keep them shining always. 


< 
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Brand-new Gillett’s Drain 
Cleaner opens drains so clog- 


ged that even water can’t ooze | 


through. Save money, time 
and worry by using it reg- 
ularly at the first sign of slow 
running drains. Acts faster— 
costs less—at your grocery. 


GILLETT’S 
DRAIN fy) 
CLEANER Q17() 


eee 


Prevents and clears clogged drains 


Portrait of My Love 


Continued from page 54 


“Well, really, darling, if you don’t 
want it,” she was smiling and | was 
scowling at Helen Briggs, as much be- 
cause she fitted the room as Maggie 
never could as because she’d slipped into 
the house with no one knowing again. 

“You aren’t the only one to have a 
spring vacation, you know,” she said 
to Maggie, staring at her. “Not stop- 
ping off to get married like you, | got 
home yesterday.” She sank back on the 
cushions, twirling the hat on her finger. 
“IT came up to welcome you home. You 
don’t mind, do you?” 

From the look of her I knew Maggie 
was minding and would be saying so 
except that Paul came running up the 
stairs at that moment. 

“Oh, here you are!” he said, catching 
sight of her through the open door. “I 
was afraid we’d get separated perman- 
ently in all these rooms and corridors 
and I’d be spending the rest of my life 
searching for my bride like what’s-his- 
name.” Paying no attention to me 
whatever, he pulled her into his arms. 
“Say, your grandfather is a great guy, 
isn’t he? Not a word about the dirty 
trick I pulled on him—rushing you into 
marrying me without even letting him 
know. You'd have thought I was the 
prodigal son or something. Only thing 
is—he thinks I’d be foolish to put in all 
that time at college. He says | can get 
started right away with a very good firm 
here and learn while I’m working—and 
I’d have time for painting, too.” 

Maggie stepped back and looked at 
him hard, and I knew she was wondering 
if anybody could really be that un- 
suspecting. To us it was so plain that the 
job Pop talked about would be only his 
way of making an allowance to Paul. It 
was hard to believe that Paul didn’t see 


| it too, but believe it I did and believe it 
| Moggie did, for a while—as long as she 
| could. 


SHE TOLD me, after, that Paul had 
asked her to marry him and keep house 
for him in a trailer and live on his 
veterans’ allowance until he’d finished 
his education, and that was what she 
had promised and meant to do. She 
hadn’t told him about the money be- 
cause She’d meant it to make no differ- 
ence to them. She’d planned to spare his 
pride and let him support her as she 
was sure he’d want. And now she was 
standing watching his face, wondering. 

“But that’s not what you want, is it, 
darling?” she said, slowly. “We can 
live as we'd planned, you know—stand 
on our own feet—we don’t have to let 
Pop—” She stopped because Paul was 
looking over her head to where he’d just 
caught sight of Helen, still on the chaise 
longue twirling the hat. 

“Well, well!” he grinned. “The face 
that launched a thousand ships! And 
the shampoo-ad hair.” 

Helen showed her dimple, but her 
green eyes were reproachful. “But 
you're not going to let them do that to 
you, are you, Paul?” She looked side- 
ways at Maggie and said—and butter 
wouldn’t melt in her mouth, “Of course 
it’s really none of my business, | sup- 
pose, but it would be such a shame! You 
are going to finish college, aren’t you?” 

Maggie’s face was something to see. 
A minute before she’d been hoping and 
praying that Paul would do just what 

# Continued on page 98 
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Don’t wait to call on your 
Plumbing and Heating Contrac- 
tor till you are ready to light the 


furnace. He is a busy man. 


Remember the things you de- 
cided last winter to have him do 
before this winter? In a few days 
it may be too late. Lots of other 
people will be demanding his 


services. 


Consult him right away. He 
will tell you what he can do for 


you—and when he can do it. 


If you are planning to build, 
send for our instructive booklet, 
“How RIGHT 


heating system for your home”. 


to select the 


It gives unbiased information on 





all types from which you can 
select what suits your purse, 
CRANE 
Hot Water Heating 
Hand fired with coal, coke 


or wood . . . mechanic- 
ally fired with coalorcoke, 


and overall requirements, 


And, when you talk with your 


Architect or Plumbing and Heat- 


using stokers or blowers 
---completely automatic 
on oil or gas. 


ing Contractor, remember that, in 


conjunction with its proven hot 


Radiators 
Standard and concealed 
types. 


water heating equipment, Crane 
supplies piping, radiators, valves 
—everything up to Crane’s high 


standard of quality and service. 


CRANE 


AND ITS SUBSIDIARIES 


CRANE WARDEN KING CANADIAN POTTERIES 
Limited Limited Limited 


PORT HOPE SANITARY 
Manufacturing Co. Limited 


Plumbing Fixtures - Heating Equipment 
Valves - Fittings - Piping 


CRANE LIMITED, General Office: 1170 Beaver Hall Square, Montreal, 2, Canada 
Branches in 18 Cities in Canada and Newfoundland 


NATION WIDE REPRESENTATION THROUGH PLUMBING AND HEATING CONTRACTORS EVERYWHERE 
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the Luxury-Look 
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gators are envious 


of the lightness and scuff on 
ance of reptile grained VINY 7 
Plastic shoes- Styled we . 
a ponte ond ne cate 
. AnG, ’ ’ 
a a. matching anna 
can be found in better $ : 
here. Look for the v e 
aaa “VINYLITE sneer J 
identified for your protection. 


Even the alli 


WORTH HAVING! 


A free copy of the booklet The 


Story of VINY 
write to Dept. 
Montreal. 


WORD VINYLITE 1s A RES 


‘THI 
TRADE a 
CHEMICAL S LIMITED. 


Yi 


CANADIAN RESINS and CHEMICALS LIMITED 


MONTREAL, QUE, © TORONTO, ONT, 
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of fine Alligator 


LITE Plastics” —ivst 
F6, P.O. Box 6072, 


TCRED 


MARK OF ANADIAN RES Ss AND 
RK OF © DIAN RESINS 
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What is Love 
Continued from page 21 


face. She straightened her back and 
made futile dabs at her hair. “She 
hasn’t said anything about not want- 
ing 

“Oh, goodness no,” Judy reassured 
her mother. “She’s simply all starry 
eyed about Dave. I| just wanted to 
know for my own personal satisfaction.” 

“What a time to ask such a question! 
Why, she’s in love with him of course.” 

“But he gargles. All the time he 
gargles.” 

“Maybe his throat’s sore,” Mrs. 
Pennington said, digging deeper into 
the barrel. 

‘But it’s not romantic at all.” 

Mrs. Pennington stood upright onc 
more. “You've got crazy romantk 
notions about what love is, Jud) 
Running to the movies all the time 
and the things you read—why when 
you're in love with somebody you want 
to”—inarticulate for a moment Mrs. 
Pennington waved her hands vaguely 
“well, you want to be with that 
person. You want to do things for him.” 

Mrs. Pennington went on: “Margie 
is very much in love with Dave. 
We're very pleased, so don’t, | implore 
you, Judy, spoil everything at the last 
minute by saying ridiculous things. It 
might make Margie very unhappy. 
After all, Father and I have been very 
happy together and we'd like to see our 
family settled the same way. I fell in 
love with your father at a picnic when 
he dropped a wiener down my back,” 
Mrs. Pennington reminisced dreamily. 

Judy was so overcome at a new 


| thought that she stood in silence resting 


first on one foot and then on the other. 
It had simply never occurred to her 
before that anyone could fall in love 
with Father. 

“Oh bother.” Mrs. Pennington 
brushed her hands together, “it just 
isn’t here.” 

“What isn’t?” 


“The brass bowl Aunt Harriet gave 
me for a wedding gift. We just got a 
wire that she’s coming and 

“It’s right there behind you on the 
shelf.” 

““Whyever didn’t you say so?” Mrs. 
Pennington straightened and bumped 
her head on a rafter under the sloping 
rool, 

“You didn’t ask me.” Judy backed 
out. Mrs. Pennington sighed and 


followed, looking especially — distin- | 


guished, Judy thought, in the gold- 
colored lace with her dark curls brushed 
crisply back. It was possible to imayine 
somebody being in love with Mothe: 


oh, years and years ago, of course. 
But Father 


MR. PENNINGTON, a crumpled piece 
of paper in his hand, was pacing the 
living room floor. He was dressed, but 
he looked as though he might have to 
be done all over, for he was wrenching 
at his collar, and his hair, where there 
was any hair, Judy thought with com- 
passion, stood up in wisps. 

She was overcome afresh at the 


| thought of anyone being in love with 


Father. 

“What are you staring at, child?” 
Mr. Pennington stopped abruptly. “Go 
away. Go on away. I can’t concen- 
trate.” Judy backed out. His voice 
followed her, “Ladies and gentlemen, 








“PAUL SAYS my hair has 
never looked so lovely !” 


It’s so easy to keep hair glamorous 
with DANDERINE. Because DANDERINE 
whisks away dulling film and brings 
out flattering highlights. Leaves hair 
soft and lustrous... so easy to manage. 
Paul uses DANDERINE, too. Says it 
really helps remove loose dandruff. 


Try Danderine today. 
Have hair he admires. 


MEN TOO LIKE DANDERINE 
IT FIGHTS LOOSE DANDRUFF 


Out of the Misty Hebrides 
Into the World of Fashion 


The infinite varicty of subtle colourings ir 


Harris ‘Tweed is as much a product of environ- 
ment as the pure virgin Scottish Wool from 
which the islanders of the Outer Hebrides 
weave the cloth - on hand looms in the 
inimitable traditional way of their ancestors, 
Look for the mark on the cloth. 
Look for the label on the garment. 


HARRIS 
TWEED 


Tweed Association Ltd. 
HIS 
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on this happy yet sad occasion I am 
reminded of a story .. .” 

Margie came down the stairs. She 
was a dream, a positive dream, in white 
satin that fell in swirls and folds like 
the whipped cream on one of Annie’s 
cakes, 

“Is that wrap warm enough?” Mrs. 
Pennington was enquiring anxiously of 
Sue Hanna, of Annie, of Mr. Penning- 
ton, of Jim, all of whom had sprung 
to the scene. Mrs. Pennington had a 
careful bright smile pinned on. She 
turned to Father. “Don’t forget your 
muffler, dear, the night air you know—” 
Judy saw that Father’s hands were 
shaking. “This is bedlam,” he shouted. 

Then he ran after Mrs. Pennington 
as she was almost at the door. “I have 
no boutonniere,” he cried in an ag- 
grieved voice. Mrs. Pennington rushed 
back, Annie rushed back, Jim rushed 
back. Judy saw that her mother’s hands 
were shaking, too, as she pinned the 
little rose in his lapel. 

Father must have seen it too, for he 
suddenly patted Mrs. Pennington’s 
cheek and kissed her lopsidedly on the 
mouth. Then he shouted again, “Such 
confusion—” 

Sue Hanna and Judy whisked out, 
Judy almost tripping over Ginger, the 
spaniel, who had left her new family in 
the garage to quiver into the activity. 

As she walked shakily up the church 
aisle—the white canvas carpet covered 
the ventilator set in the floor, thank 
goodness, so she didn’t clatter—Judy 
felt a little let down. She had con- 
fidently expected Tim to see her so 
smooth looking, for once not all hot 
and mussed from the tennis court, or 
her hair in loose straggles from swim- 
ming. The little feeling of melancholy 
that settled over her made the service 
more impressive. Dave stammered in 
his responses, but Margie’s came out 
clear as a bell. Dave's hands were as 
shaky as Father’s had been earlier, but 
he finally got the ring on Margie’s 
finger; and when he kissed Margie he 
looked down at her and for a split 
second he had the same look as Father 
when he gave Mum the lopsided kiss. 
Judy felt a gulp coming up in her 
throat. 

Back at the house Judy stood in line 
for ages and suddenly went all slack- 
jawed for Tim was coming along. “Hi, 
Beautiful,” he said. 

“Hi, 1 thought you weren’t coming.” 
Judy’s reply was absent for she was 
suddenly engaged in analyzing this 





pleasant glow that she felt when she 
saw Tim. He looked plenty slicked up 
too, although his sleeves were too short 
again, but definitely. 

Judy looked around the crowd in the 
room and there was Tim’s mother, 
laughing and carefree. Judy’s chin 
went up. Yes, Mrs. Stafford was gay 
and carefree while her son went around 
with his sleeves too short. There was 
something about the sharp bones of 
Tim’s protruding wrists; she kept 
thinking about them and then she would 
look away and then when she looked 
back—there they were, Tim’s wrist 
bones. 

Margie was off in a rainbow shower. 
The house seemed dreary with fast- 
emptying rooms, dropping - flowers, 
plates and glasses in odd corners, con- 
fetti on Mum’s new rug. Judy was 
standing with Mum and Father when 
Tim moved in on her again. 

He said: “You look sharp, tonight, 
Beautiful.” It wasn’t the words, it was 
the tone that did something to her 
leaping gullet. She thought crossly; 
nobody could get romantic about Tim 

or could they? 

“There’s still time to ankle down to 
the Barbecue,” Tim said. 

“Okay, let’s go.” Judy got her coat. 

Ginger was on the doorstep again 
and Tim clutched Judy’s arm. He kept 
holding on all down the front walk. 
Ordinarily she would have pulled free, 
but tonight what with being tired and 
sort of shaken, what with the way 
Father looked at Mum, and the way 
Dave looked at Margie, she let him 
hold on. Just by looking down she 
could see Tim’s wrist on her arm. 

It was perfectly silly to feel this way 
about a wrist bone, almost it made her 
feel like putting her other hand over it 
protectingly. Maybe this odd sensation 
was love. The thought panicked her. 
She gave her arm a little twitch, not a 
real pull. Tim didn’t seem to feel that 
it was a pull; he acted as though she 
had been snuggling it closer into the 
crook of his elbow and he held on quite 
tightly but very gently. 

She let the arm stay there. Under the 
street lamp she looked from ‘Tim’s 
wrist bone to Tim’s face and their eyes 
met. For a minute he looked for all 
the world like Father when he patted 
Mum’s cheek and gave her the lopsided 
kiss. She breathed a small sigh for 
those highly romantic dreams that were 
sliding away, but after all it was a very 
small sigh. # 
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Where smart people gather 
Virginia Ovals assure good taste. 








Look forward to years of pleasure and 
companionship when you add to your 
new home the beauty and distinction of 
Deilcraft Occasional Furniture. 


For Deilcraft is fast becoming a tradition 
wherever craftsmanship and fine woods are 
appreciated. Designed by Imperial of 
Grand Rapids . . . created by Deilcraft 
Craftsmen .. . it is accepted in fine homes 
everywhere as Canada’s finest Occasional 
Furniture. 


DOMINION ELECTROHOME INDUSTRIES LIMITED, 
Other Fine Electrohome Products 
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try this sensible, new 
beauty treatment 


e Do you want a more alluring com- 
plexion—one that’s lovelier to look at, 
smoother to touch? Then take a beauty 
hint from thousands of lovely women 


simple steps to a 
lovelier complexion... 


wtf 


Used by 4 out of 5 New Y 


who have stopped fussing with elab- 
orate treatments, countless jars and 
bottles. Turn to one beauty cream— 
a medicated cream—Noxzema. 

This simple, sensible Noxzema 
beauty routine is easy to follow and it 
gets results—often surprisingly fast. 


NEW 4-Step Treatment 





@ No greasy creams to tissue off. No ex- 
pensive astringents or foundations. Un- 
like most beauty creams, Noxzema is a 
medicated formula, designed to help heal 
unattractive blemishes—soothe and soft- 
en rough, dry skin. If you already know 
how much Noxzema can do for chapped 
hands and skin blemishes, try it this 
new way for daily complexion 
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Commentary on Death 


Continued from page 19 


“You were out?” 

“VYes—just along the hall to the 
washroom ” 

“Think hard it may not have 
sounded like a shot.” 

“But there was nothing,” Dick in 
sisted. “Not a sound, except Archer's 
voice from the monitor.” 

Bellamy looked searchingly at the 
editor. “All right,” he said at last. ‘* Now 
let’s see.” He stood behind the dead 
girl, careful not to step in the blood, 
looking down at her thoughtfully. Her 
hand, half covered by the script sheets, 
caught his eye; carefully he slid back 
the pages till it lay bare. Beside it her 
pencil lay, its point near the end of a 
faint wavering line on the page. “I 
wonder—” 

“She’s underlined something,” Dick 
said, peering over his shoulder. 

Bellamy read aloud: “ ‘In front of 535 
Weckerley Road this afternoon a hit- 
and-run driver- That’s Archer’s 
safety campaign, isn’t it?” 

Dick nodded. 

““And what’s this pencilled 13, here 
at the end of the line?) Written at an- 
other time, with a different pencil.” 

“Tris’ timing,” Dick answered ab- 
stractedly. “Lel always puts local news 
and the safety campaign, at the bottom 
Why should she underscore i 
was just a reflex, as she—died?” 

Bellamy shook his head doubtfully. 
His face troubled, his lips rigid with 
distaste, he took a long thin pencil from 
his pocket, set its point in the bullet 
hole in the girl’s back, and gently 
pushed. The conical point entered easily, 


spose It 


then tightened and stopped, leaving the 
shaft standing out at right angles to her 
back and almost horizontal. 

“Probably a 25,” he said, running his 
eyes along the pencil and following its 
direction. “Came from straight behind 
her.” Across the room, in line with the 
pencil, a chair stood against the wall; 
the only one in the room excepting the 
girl’s and the engineer’s. 

Dick nodded. “I was sitting there.” 

“Then you shot her?” The words 
were soft, hardly a question. 

“For heaven’s sake, Bell. Don’t make 
jokes like that.” 

“Sorry. I know you didn’t. It must 
have happened while you were out, or 
else the bullet went through you. When 
were you out?” 

“Right after they started. 
gone only a couple of minutes.” 

“That helps. Makes it between eight 
and—say three minutes after?” 

Dick nodded, fumbling for cigarettes. 

Elton came back, his face going green 
again when he looked at the body. 
“They ’re on their way. Lord, this is 
horrible. And why Iris, of all people? 
She was such a good kid.” 

“Who came in here while I was out?” 
Dick asked. 

“Not a soul,” 

“But that’s ridiculous. Somebody 
must have.” 

Elton was positive. “Nobody did, 
Mr. Holmes. You don’t have to watch 
Archer very close, his voice is so even. | 


I was 


closed down a bit when he coughed, but 
mostly I was looking this way. I’d have 
seen anyone,” 

“That’s right,” Bellamy confirmed. 
“You weren't out of your chair at all, 
and mostly you were looking at Miss 
Van Horn.” 





Color swept up under Elton’s pallor. 
“TI was--was nuts about her.” His 
voice almost broke. 

Dick Holmes looked slightly apop- 
lectic. “This is pure crazy,” he stormed. 
“Someone must have come in and shot 
her. There’s not even a window.” 

“Exactly. That's what makes it so 
remarkable.” 

“No smell of powder,” said Elton. 

“Right, and no sound of the shot.” 
Bellamy was staring at the wall behind 
the dead girl. ‘Do you record these 
broadcasts?” he asked with apparent 
irrelevance. 

“Sure,” the radio men answered 
together, “ We record everything,” Dick 
added. 

Out in the street, muffled to a whisper 
by the studio’s soundproofing, a siren 
wailed away to nothing. 


CHIEF INSPECTOR Quentin Darrell 
was a shorter, older, and harder edition 
of his brother. When he entered, 
Bellamy was again staring at the script 
before the body of Iris Van Horn. 
Holmes had gone to phone his news- 
room; Elton was shivering in a corner. 

With the inspector came five homicide 
squad regulars who went quietly to 
work. With him also came a stocky, 
blue-eyed medical examiner, Clute by 
name. The doctor greeted Bellamy as an 
old friend, shook his head soberly when 
he saw the body, and was presently 
absorbed in his grisly task. Quentin 
Darrell looked at his young brother with 
hard-boiled fondness. “Well, bub, what 
now? As though I didn’t have enough 
with this dope ring on my hands. Did 
you bave to turn up a murder?” 

Bellamy said no, that the murder had 
turned up in spite of him, that he was 
as surprised as anyone. Then he told 
him what now in considerable detail. 

“And what’s become of Archer?” the 
inspector asked. 

“He rushed off to chair a meeting— 
went before the shooting was even 
noticed,” 

“You’re sure of that?” 

Bellamy, answering the implication, 
said he wasn’t sure of anything yet. 
“Except that she was shot from behind, 
and Archer was at that desk, well in 
front. Here’s something interesting.” 

He turned a flashlight beam on the 
wall behind Iris Van Horn’s chair. His 
pencil ran along the soft, pock-marked 
surface of the soundproofing board; t! 
point dropped into and stuck in one of 
the pocks which looked a good deal like 
the others but was actually a hole. Torn 
fibres bristling around its edge pointed 
toward the body. “So she was shot 
through the wall.” 

Quentin nodded. 
What’s next door?” 

“Don’t know yet. 
far.” 

Dick Holmes, back from his phone 
call, answered. “Nothing. It will be 
studio M~—-when it’s finished. Want to 
see?” 

He led them out to the hall and in 
again at the nearest door, flicking on 
lights as he passed. The room was in 
process of being soundproofed and was 
filled with dusty furniture and piles of 
insulation. The wall next to the control 
room was a single sheet of soft-board in 
which the bullet hole showed clearly, its 
perimeter scorched by blast. Under the 
hole was a table with a pile of books, and 
here the dust had recently been dis- 
turbed. 

Bellamy went back and turned off th« 
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lights. The bullet hole glowed clearly 
with light from the other room, and 
above it the same light shone through a 
line of small bright dots. “Sighting 
hole?” he said. 

“Looks like it,” Quentin agreed. He 
groped toward the wall, stumbled, then 
blacked out the line of dots. ‘‘ Dead on,” 
he grunted. “Lights, Bell.” As the 
lights came on he pulled cigarettes from 
his pocket and passed them around, “I 
haven’t a match.” 

Dick Holmes’ hand went to his vest 
pocket, came away empty, began to 
search other pockets. Bellamy stopped 
midway in striking a match as his 
brother held out a hand, palm up. On 
the palm lay a flat cigarette lighter. 


“THIS WHAT you were looking for, 
Mr. Holmes?” the inspector asked 
ominously. 

Dick’s voice was strained. “ Looks like 
it. If it’s mine it has my initials.” 

Quentin Darrell looked. “R. C. H.?” 

Dick nodded. 

The inspector pocketed the lighter. 
“On the floor by the table. Any explana- 
tion, Holmes?” 

“None. I haven’t been in here for 
days.” The editor’s voice became 
truculent. “You surely can’t think I’d 
shoot a woman in the back?” 

“No? But somebody did, 
Holmes.’ 

“‘Here’s a thing, chief,” said a voice 
from the doorway. A gnarled, elderly 
detective named Apps, the corners of his 
mouth stained with tobacco juice, 
stamped in, an overcoat hanging from 
one hamlike hand. “This coat.” 

They all looked at him, Dick with a 
perceptible start of recognition. 

“Very intristing, this coat,” Detective 
Apps observed, his piggish eyes bright 
and shifty. “Hangin’ on a coat-tree in 
the hall, it was, an’ | takes a look. 
Happen to know whose it is, now?” 

“‘Certainly,” Dick said. “‘ Mine.” 

The detective’s other hand came from 
under the coat with the facility of a 
rabbit emerging from a conjurer’s hat. 
“Yeah? Then this is yours too?” This, 
lying in his hand, loosely wrapped in a 
none-too-clean handkerchief, was a long- 
barrelled target pistol. “Twenty-five 
calibre, silenced, one shot gone, fired 
Apps continued. “In this 


Mr. 


recent,” 
pocket.” 

.““No!” Dick shouted. 
mine. Damn it, is this a plant? 
trying to railroad me?” 

Quentin Darrell looked at him specu- 
latively. “‘Take it easy, Mr. Holmes. 
We're not, but maybe someone is. Or 
maybe you're in already. We’re just 
finding out. See anybody when you 
were out of the room next door?” 

“Nobody,” Dick admitted. 

“Ever see this gun?” 

The editor’s eyes dropped to the 
pistol, lifted unflinchingly to the inspec- 
tor’s seamed face. “‘ Never.” 

“Phooey, chief,” said Apps contemp- 
tuously. “‘He’s stallin’s Why don’t | 
just take him down—?” 

“No!” Bellamy put in flatly. “I’m 
not satisfied. There’s more to it than 
that.” He turned to the editor. “What 
was Iris starting to tell you just as they 
went on the air?” 


“That’s not 


You 


Bafflement mixed with the exaspera- 
tion in Dick’s grey eyes. “I don’t know, 
Bell. All I got before Charley stopped 
her was something that sounded like 
‘Montreal, teen dresses.’ It didn’t make 
sense to me.” 

Bellamy stared, “It didn’t, eh?” He 
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| went back to the control room and threw 
| a question at the doctor. “Was she 
| conscious at all after the bullet hit her? 
| Or did she go at once?” 

Doctor Clute shook his head. “I gave 
up crystal gazing years ago. It missed 
her heart, nearly as I can tell without 
going in. She might have had a few 
moments.” 

“Long enough to have done this?” 
Bellamy pointed tothe underscored line. 

““M—mm. Could be.” 

Holmes and Quentin Darrell had 
followed him in. “Where can I see the 
old scripts—Iris’ copies?” Bellamy 
asked the editor. 

Dick had the bewildered look of a 
man upon whom a brick has just fallen. 
“They should be on file in my office.” 

“Okay. Let’s go.” 

Detective Apps began to protest, but 
the inspector cut him off. “You go with 
the doctor and take that gun to the 
lab. Can you let them have the bullet 
as soon as you get there, Doc?” 

The doctor nodded and he and Apps 
followed the stretcher men out; Quentin 
stayed to supervise his squad’s work; 
Dick led Bellamy to his office. 

There, for perhaps half an hour, the 
detective worked in a fury of concentra- 
tion, leafing through script after script, 
stopping sometimes to make brief notes. 
If he paused, Dick noted, it was always 
on the same page, but that was as far 
as the editor got. Bellamy ignored his 
questions, except, at the end, to shake 
his head in mild reproof. “Right under 
your eyes, Dick, and so simple you never 
saw it,” he murmured. “Iris must have, 
though.” He worked back through six 
weeks’ scripts, decided he had seen 
enough, and went back to the studio, 

“Want to play a hunch with me, 
Quen?” 

Quentin’s rare smile flashed briefly as 
he looked up at his brother. “Mean 
taking the city apart brick by brick?” 

“No, nothing drastic. Get hold of the 
phone company’s long-distance man- 
ager. Find out what number here had 
calls from Montreal—either on all of 
these dates or the day before.” He 
handed Quentin a list of seven dates, all 
within the last six weeks. At the bottom 
of the list was a phone number. “It may 
be that number, but I doubt it.” 

“Okay, bub, can do. Then what?” 

“Phone me at home. On no account 
go near the place which received the 
calls. I don’t want this bird flushed.” 

The inspector shook his iron-grey 
head. “Well, I hope you know what 
you're doing, bub. Take care of your- 
self.” 

“T usually do,” Bellamy said lightly. 
““So long, and step on it. I'll get your 
driver to take me home.” 


IN HIS snug bachelor flat on the top 
floor of an old-fashioned house, Bellamy 
took care of himself. The process in- 
volved about 10 minutes in his labora- 
tory and a very careful change of clothes. 
Much better to be careful than dead, he 
thought. After that he dropped into a 
big chair to think and doze. The door 
buzzer awakened him at two-thirty. 

He opened to the dark uniformed 
figure of Quentin’s chauffeur. In one 
gloved hand the man held out a folded 
paper. “From the inspector, Mr. 
Darrell. He said you’d see why he 
didn’t phone when you read it.” 

“Thanks, Jake. Come in while I take 
a look.” He carried the note to his 
desk, where the only light in the room 
burned beside the telephone. 
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“This will jolt you, bub,”” Quen- 
tin had written. ‘There can’t be 
any mistakes, either. Only one 
number had calls from Montreal 
on all the dates you gave me. They 
were always between three and five 
in the morning, and there was a call 
on every date on your list. They 
came from Montreal pay stations 
and were to Raleigh 7009. How do 
you like that? 


Quen.” 


Bellamy let his eyes shift from the 
note to his telephone, where the black 
letters printed across the dial said 
Raleigh 7009, No mistake about that, 
either. He waited until the cold weight 
stopped bouncing in his stomach, then 
turned to the driver. “Okay, Jake. 
Tell Quentin I like it fine.” 

When Jake had gone he sat quite still 
for several minutes, his lips pressed 
tight, his eyes thoughtful. He got up 
at last and took from his desk flashlight, 
pistol, and a bunch of peculiar, spindly 
many-notched keys. Noiseless in rubber- 
soled shoes he went to the basement, 
stole past the one apartment on that 
floor and entered the furnace room. 

Six telephone lines entered the 
building beside a window, each neatly 
tagged with its number. Bellamy 
located his own and_ painstakingly 
followed the thin black wire across the 
dusty ceiling He had to go over the wire 
twice before he spotted the connection, 
it was so neatly done and so well hidden 
behind heating pipes swollen in their 
insulating jackets. The wire was not 
merely tapped, but looped and extended, 
and he wondered about that until he 
realized that they couldn’t let his phone 
ring when the call was for them. That 
would explain the calls in the dead 
morning hours, too, when his phone 
could be turned off without his knowing 
it. The wire, without a doubt, went 
through the wall into the basement 
apartment. 

Outside again, looking at the base- 
ment flat’s closed dark windows, Bel- 
lamy raked his memory for everything 
which the garrulous janitor had ever 
told him about the basement tenant. A 
well-to-do Montreal businessman named 
Camberwell, who hated hotels and their 
present uncertainty. He made frequent 
trips to Toronto, and rented this flat 
so he’d always be sure of a place to 
sleep. “Kind of a quiet gentleman,” the 
janitor had said. “‘Even when he’s here 
you don’t see much of him.” 

Bellamy returned to his own flat, 
lifted the receiver on his phone, dialled 
1190—the number which rings back on 
the calling telephone, and dropped the 
The phone began to ring at 
once. In the hall with the door closed he 
heard it faintly, on the second floor not 
at all, in the basement the sound came 
loudly through the apartment’s closed 
door. He waited, minute after minute, 
until the shrill clangor must surely have 
awakened any live occupant; when no 
one roused to stop it he began trying 
keys in the lock. The fourth key entered, 
half turned, then went all the way and 
the door swung open. 

For a moment the hall light shone in, 
then, with the door closed, it was black 
again. Blacker than it should be, black- 
ness that crushed the eyeballs, blackness 
in which the bell’s shrill pealing swirled 
sharply. His flashlight showed him why 
the blackness was so intense: every 
window was covered with thick dark 


receiver. 


cloth, He found a switch and turned it, 
then stopped the hideous ringing by 
lifting and dropping the receiver. As he 
expected, there was a switch by the 
telephone to cut off his own instrument. 

One end of the living room was un- 
revealing and anonymous, Standard 
apartment furniture chesterfield, 
chairs, a lamp, a table—of the kinds 
which stand in rows in the second-hand 
stores. No books, pictures, papers, or 
other clues to the occupant’s character, 
unless their absence itself were a clue. 
The other end of the room was more 
revealing. 

Here stood a work bench, covered 
with the array of small tools and the 
litter of wire, solder, sockets, condensors 
and resistors which mark the radio 
worker, There was also a big test panel 
with several meters and the circular 
glass screen of a cathode ray oscilloscope. 
Under the bench, pushed far back into 
the shadow behind a pile of stripped 
sets, was the thing Bellamy hoped to 
find: a small, squarish fabric-covered 
suitcase which looked like a portable 
phonograph and wasn’t. The cover was 
still a little damp from melted snow; in 
one end, almost invisible against the 
brown fabric, was the small round hole 
which had to be there. V-shaped sight- 
ing notches were filed into the chrome- 
plated locks at each end. 


INSIDE IT was right too. The tiny 
battery-driven radio set had no speaker, 
but instead a magnet whose moving 
coil was fitted to pull a trigger. Beside 
the magnet were steel clamps, shaped to 
hold a pistol. The rest of the space was 
crammed with coils and condensors of 
an elaborate filter circuit. 

Bellamy closed the lid with a murmur 
of unwilling admiration and set the case 
down by the door, A huge cupboard by 
one end of the bench took his eye—its 
padlock yielded to a few minutes’ work 
with a pick-lock. From floor to ceiling 
the cupboard was packed with radio 
tubes— literally hundreds of them in 
their red, white, blue and orange 
cartons. 

“Quite a stock, just for camouflage,” 
he said, and was closing the door when 
something clicked in his mind. ‘‘Camou- 
flage nothing,” he said, and looked 
again. ‘‘ Nobody uses those now.” There 
were perhaps 20 current tubes in the 
cupboard; all the rest of the cartons, 
according to their labels, contained two 
obsolete types—WD11's and UX 201a’s. 
He pulled out an 11 at random and 
unwrapped it. There was a tube in the 
carton, all right, but wrapped in its 
corrugated packing were also two small 
packets of a white powder, very bitter 
to the taste. ‘‘Heroin,” said Bellamy, 
and unwrapped a 201la. The packets 
here were slightly larger, the powder less 
bitter on the tongue but leaving, in a 
moment or so, an odd numb feeling. 
“And cogaine. A very neat method 
of packing and distributing.” 

He put back the tube cartons and was 
snapping the lock when the telephone 
began to ring. Not the evenly spaced 
ringing of a local call, but the broken 
jangies of long-distance. After a mo- 
ment’s hesitation he went over and 
answered, 

He felt little surprise when the 
operator said, “ Montreal calling,” but a 
feather would have knocked him over 
when a girl’s voice said, “Bellamee, 
darling, | am so sorry to wake you up. 
Are you all right?” 
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“Doesn't life start when 
youre born, Mum?” 


“What's the big frown all about, Ronnie?” 

“I’m thinking about life.” 

“About life,” echoed his startled mother. 

“Yes. Doesn’t life start when you’re born, Mum?” 
“Certainly, dear.” 


“Well, then, why is Dad always talking about my start in 
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“Oh. Oh, yes, fine. So glad to hear 


\\ W | from you.” Somehow he hadn’t ex- 

| pected a call tonight—his answer had 

Ow ° | been almost pure reflex, without 
| thought. 


| “You do not sound glad,” the girl’s 
| voice said petulantly. “You do not 
say what you usually do.” , 
So that’s it, he thought—innocent af » 
chatter, with some code phrase I should ni 
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him until darkness came with the sharp 
j click of the switch. In the same moment 

hands on his throat hurled him back and C 0 0 L i N G 

down. When he stopped rolling he was REFRESHING 


half sitting against the wall with 
blinding light in his eyes. Behind the 
light a dark figure centred a pistol very 
steadily on his stomach. 

“Too bad, Darrell,” said a voice 
behind the light. “You really should 
not have interfered. You see, do you | 
not, that I have no choice but to kill 
you? Then, regretfully, I will have to 






burn your body and my little nest with 
it. Unfortunate that I should have set 
up my headquarters in the very house of 
so distinguished a criminologist, but one 
must take what one can get these days. 
Any last request? A few moments’ 
prayer, perhaps?” 

Bellamy shook his head slowly. “I 
think that will not be necessary. Per- 
haps you will hear from me again sooner 
than you think.” 

The man with the gun bowed. “In 
another world, perhaps. That, of course, 
is a chance I have to take. At the 
moment I am concerned only with this 
one, which you are now leaving. 
Good-by.” 


The pistol coughed and spouted | ~ “ x a none 
2 , WH CPM Ucn , orange—once, twice, again. Bellamy felt £7 Oriental C 
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appears. A complete, beau- 
tifying cream for day and 
evening events. $ 
Whue, Flesh, Rachel, Sun-Tan 


down on his back against the wall. The 
dark figure watched him intently for a 
moment or two, saw the fine tremors 
, cease and a clenched hand slowly open, 

press your personality then pocketed the pistol and turned 
a writing paper of character, away. Quickly and without lost motion 
the killer began piling the contents of the 
cupboard into large cartons which he 

rane & Pike stationery offers smart brought from another room; when the 
ing and beauty for your correspondence. cupboard was empty he took the cartons 
out, one by one—obviously to a waiting 
car. He came back after the last one was 


gone, produced more empty cartons and 
( RO le & PIKE old newspapers and built them into a 
ly loose pile like a bonfire, under the work- 


mMPANY OF CANADA LTD., 375 MADISON AVE., TORONTO bench. Upon and around them he 
stacked the lighter furniture. He carried 
the limp body of the detective to the 
HIGHLAND WRITING PAPERS bench, laid it flat above the pile of 
Highland Writing Papers ex- kindling, set the strange little suitcase 
a cae ae ier radio beside it. Last of all he struck a 


rs are a joy 







a re re 


match, touched fire to the bottom of the 


roup of papers now includes ; ; aie : , 
Plighlond Vellum, Highland pile, waited until it was burning briskly, 
Ripple and Highland Deckle and went out, closing the door behind 

him. 
er 





OUR NEW BOOKLET “IT'S FUN TO WRITE LETTERS” 
MAKES LETTER WRITING EASY. SEND 10c FOR A COPY. The story was too late for the morning 


~ paper, but the evening editions carried 
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it. Awakeful tenant hadsmelledsmokein 
time to save the building, but the base- 
ment apartment had been gutted and a 
charred: body had been found in the 
ruins. The police, said the account, were 
of the opinion that the body was that of 
another tenant in the same building, a 
Mr. Bellamy Darrell. 


IN STUDIO L, as the clock crept up 
toward eight again, the atmosphere was 
thick with tension. Most of those who 
had been there at the time of the murder 
were there again, but certain changes 
had been carried out under the Chief 
Inspector’s watchful eye. Dick Holmes 
was in the producer’s chair; Quentin 
Darrell, his face stony, sat where his 
brother had been. Behind the big desk 
stood a small table, on which, guarded 
by Detective Apps, sat a bulky squarish 
package done up in brown paper. 

Just before deadline Quentin Darrell 
strode to the announcer’s desk, laid a 
script before Roger Fry and spoke 
briefly. His words were not audible to 
anyone else in the room. The signal came 
on and Holmes’ finger shot out, but the 
announcer did not speak his usual 
formula. Instead, his face white and 
strained, his voice taut and high-pitched 
with nerves, he read what Quentin had 
given him: 

“Instead of Leland Archer’s commen- 
tary, usually heard at this time, we 
present a most unusual actuality broad- 
cast. Last night, as many of our listen- 
ers know, Miss Iris Van Horn was 
murdered in this very studio from which 
I now speak. Tonight we hope to un- 
mask her murderer who is, we believe, 
here in the studio with us. 

“This was a most unusual and skil- 
fully planned murder. The killer had no 
apparent contact with his weapon or his 
victim. He was in a lighted room and 
in full view of five persons when he fired 
the fatal shot. The device which made 
this possible, and for whose discovery 
we have to thank Mr. Bellamy Darrell, 
was operated by his voice. 

“Miss Van Horn was killed because 
she knew too much. In the very last 
moments before her death she left a clue 

no more than a pencil line—and from 
that slender thread Mr. Darrell has 
built up his case. You have perhaps 
seen in the papers that Mr. Darrell was 
burned to death in a fire in his apartment 
house last night. I am glad to be able 
to tell you now that the report of his 
death, like that of Mark Twain’s, was 
greatly exaggerated. Mr. Darrell is alive 
and will speak to you now. Mr. Bellamy 
Darrell 

Tonight Roger Fry did not need “The 
Thin Man” for excitement. There was 
drama all around him: in the strained 
silence of the studio, in the tense faces 
of his audience, in the oddly wavering 
tones of his own voice— 

Bellamy Darrell’s voice came clearly 
from the speakers. “I regret not being 
there with you, but I was burned and 
badly bruised and they won’t let me 
out of hospital. Here is advice for the 
man responsible for my present condi- 
tion, although I hope he will have no 
further chance to take it. Always shoot 
your victims in the head or neck—the 
torso is too easily protected by a bullet- 
proof jacket. Last night you fell into a 
very common and fatal error—that of 
underestimating your opponent.” 

The even voice from the speakers 
became several degrees icier. ““The man 
who killed Iris Van Horn is the local 


head, perhaps even the big boss, of the 
dope ring whose activities have been 
causing the police so much worry lately. 
Shipments are sent up regularly from 
Montreal, and the man here evolved a 
simple and convenient method of in- 
forming his local peddlers and customers 
where distribution would take place. 
For safety’s sake a different point was 
used each time, since that is the only 
way in which the ring could hope to 
avoid eventual discovery by the police. 
Miss Van Horn discovered the method 
of conveying information, was about to 
expose it, and died. 

“The instrument which killed her is 
loaded again and this time it is aimed 
at her murderer. We are about to apply 
to it the only stimulus to which it re- 
sponds—its master’s voice. Watch him 
closely, Quen—he’s dangerous as a 
cobra. All right, Dick, go ahead now.” 

Holmes nodded to Elton, then swung 
back to the window. His face was 
flushed with excitement, his hands 
gripped the edge of the desk before him. 
Leland Archer squirmed in his chair and 
glanced around furtively. The engineer’s 
hands were none too steady, as they 
eased a needle into the sound track of a 
whirling disc. 

From the speakers came Roger Fry’s 
voice; cool, easy, conversational yet 
with a hint of self-importance: “Eagle 
Broadcasting Company presents the 
eminent journalist, traveller and com- 
mentator, Leland Archer, in his nightly 
review of the news. Mr. Archer—” 

Smoothly, with only the slightest 
pause, the commentator’s voice took 
over. “‘Good evening,” it said, exactly 
as it had spoken 24 hours ago. ““Today’s 
meeting of the United Nations has made 
some progress, the great liner Queen 
Elizabeth is plowing at reduced speed 
through 50-foot waves on the North 
Atlantic, the largest dope ring ever 
discovered in Canada is—” 


THE EFFECT, as Leland Archer’s real 
voice cut across its duplicate from the 
loudspeaker, was most peculiar; almost 
as though an echo cartoon, in which a 
man shouts at an echo cavern and echo 
answers in other words, had come to 
life. The commentator, shouting inco- 
herently, came to his feet in a jerky 
rush, leaping sideways so that the 
paper-wrapped suitcase was no longer 
behind him. A pistol sprang into his 
hand, its black muzzle covering the little 
group before him. 

Detective Apps, forewarned, standing 
behind him, calmly raised an arm and 
smashed his leather - covered lead - 
weighted sap down on the killer’s head. 
As Archer fell, the loud-speaker coughed 
and shrieked “‘ Excuse me!” and through 
the brown paper on the suitcase stabbed 
the orange flame of a blank cartridge. 

* * © 


Quentin Darrell, sitting on the edge 
of Bellamy’s hospital bed, shook his head 
reprovingly. “You will have your 
drama, bub. Still, it worked nicely, I 
must admit.” 

“Let’s get 
Holmes said. 
broadcasts?” 

Bellamy traced a large 13 in the air 
with a bandaged hand. “Always in the 
thirteenth minute. If there was a 
shipment to distribute the next day, he 
used a piece of local news, with an 
address, in that minute. Preferably a 
quiet street where he could park and 

# Continued on page 115 


this straight,” Dick 
“How was he using the 
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The budding football star in the 
family will like this bright, warm 
Monarch-Knit sweater. It’s 
tough enough to stand all the 
rough-and-tumble a young 
fellow can give it, and smart 
enough to hold its own with 
any the other kids have. And, 
like all Monarch-Kanit 
sweaters, it’s economical... 
priced for a family 

pocket book. 


+> 


And the little lady of the 
house will preen when she 
wears this gay little 
Monarch-Knit sweater. 
It’s colourful and smart... 

downy-soft ... and warm 

enough to keep her 
snug as you want her to 
be... yet feather-light, 
without bulkiness. 
Popularly-priced, too! 
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There’s a Monarch-Knit sweater for boys 
and girls of all ages ... all sizes ... and 
they’re all priced right. See them todayl 
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EAGLE-LION HEADLINERS 


THE HALLMARK OF ENTERTAINMENT 


Regarding the Renaissance of the 
Entertaining Irish, Assisted 
by the English. 


It used to be said that the greatest export 
of Eire and Ireland, to the great loss of their 
own land, was Irishmen. That was formerly. 


It used to be said, also, that it was the Irish 
who first raised unadulterated entertainment 
to the status of a fine, high art. In this field, 


there is a magnificent revival now in progress 


via England and the J. Arthur Rank Organ- 
isation. Since the full flavours of Irish wit 
and drama translate to the screen without 
loss, a world-wide market for inimitable 
Irish entertainment has thus been opened. 
There has been more film-making on Irish 
soil in recent and current seasons than 
in all previous history and the cast lists of 
English films are increasingly sprinkled 
with Irish names. 


* * * 


Like ODD MAN OUT, which introduced 
Kathleen Ryan of Dublin’s Abbey Theatre, 
HUNGRY HILL, with Margaret Lockwood, 
presents, in the role of Wild Johnnie, Dermot 
Walsh of Dublin’s Gate Theatre. Both 
films have a handsome line-up of supporting 
artists from these two great training grounds 
of talent. 


Dermot Walsh, seen above, is one of the 
younger black Irish who, for most of his 
22 years, has been possessed of the idea that 
he wished to become an actor. He now 
roves to have been abundantly right in 
is ambitions. His next film: JASSY. 


* * * 


It was two young English producers of the 


J. Arthur Rank Organisation who started 


this Irish trend, Sidney Gilliat and Frank 
They made I SEE A DARK 
STRANGER. They went to Ireland again 
for the action story, CAPTAIN BOYCOTT. 
Its star, with Dublin’s Kathleen Ryan, is 
the actor who made the smash hit in the 
first of the new British films to reach Canada; 
has since risen steadily in Canadian popu- | 
larity till he ranks with the tops of Holly- 


Launder. 


wood,—Stewart Granger. 


* * * 


Still Celtic, but set in the Isle of Skye and 
filmed there, is THE BROTHERS, starring 
Patricia Roc. Dealing with the enmities 
between the Macraes and the MacFarishes, 
its action makes some of the advertised 
family feuding on this side of the Atlantic 
resemble a Sunday school picnic. 


Eagie-Lion Pictures at Your Favourite Theatre 
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Renovate the Rock Garden 


In early fall you can make your plans 


ANADIAN gardening is to a great 
extent a proposition: 
planning and muscle applied in 
autumn—thrills and enjoyment the 
following year. Rock gardens, like 

perennial borders, will respond nicely to 
some refurbishing touches in the early 
fall months, and, as their flowering 
display is chiefly in early spring, you'll 
have the satisfaction of opening the 
1948 season with a bang! 

Perhaps the construction itself needs 
an overhauling. Be ruthless about up- 
ended stones or others scattered at 
impossible angles; re-lay horizontally, 
to suggest a natural outcropping. One 
kind of rock throughout is better than 
a variety. Imbed deeply: a good rule is 
to have one third of the rock tucked 
underground. Remember: a rock garden 
is a place to grow plants—and never 
intended as a harsh display of shale or 
boulders. 

The Soil. A suitable mixture consists 
of: one part each of good garden loam, 
fine leafmold, peat moss, sand and fine 
gravel. It should be of gritty con- 


two-season 


sistency, to let surface water penetrate 
easily but with enough retention to 
hold some moisture. If the rockery is 
raised above the general level, indicating 
natural drainage, such mixture should 
be applied to the depth of one foot. 


Selecting Shrubs. Evergreens and 
certain deciduous shrubs make attrac- 
tive punctuation points in the rock 
garden. Low-growing types are best, 
such as the Japanese yew, several of the 
juniper family, Korean box, Daphne 
cneorum (with fragrant pink bloom in 
spring), and some of the cotoneasters 
that recommend themselves with fine 
foliage and winter berries. The Vinca 
minor or periwinkle is a valuable ever- 
green ground cover, grows well under 
and small blue flowers 
through the summer. 


trees bears 


Mass Effects. Certain rock garden 
plants have the spreading habit and 
produce brilliant sheets of bloom. They 
are always desirable, but they need to 





for breath-taking new effects next spring 
































be cut back after their flowering season 
in order to keep them from stealing the 
whole show. The rock phlox and the 
alyssums are of this type; the plants 
should be put in 12 inches apart and in 
groups of one color to give a proper 
display. (In practically all rock garden 
work it is best to plant groups rather 
than single specimens.) 

Aubretia, the rock cress, is a lovely 
addition, in its shades of violet, purple 
and lavender; thrives in well-drained 
places where there is a good covering 


The 


Armerias, or “‘thrift,” with their clover- 


of snow all winter. moundy 
like heads of bloom; the violas, planted 
in drifts; the dwarf campanulas in their 
clear blue tones; and the little veronicas 

all are excellent rock garde n invest- 
ments. No refurbishing plan would be 
complete, either, without including some 
of the three groups known as Semper- 
vivums or houseleeks; Sedums or stone- 


All are 


distinguished by form, leaf or blossom, 


crops; Saxafragas or rockfoil. 





Several plants of Aubretia will give you a mass 
display of lovely mauve or purple bloom, as above. 
Sempervivums of the 
special interest to cracks and crevices between rocks. 


“cobweb” 





variety bring 


and will give special character to the 


scene, 


Planting Hints. Be sure to keep 
the crown of the plant uncovered. Dig 
a hole with the trowel, gather the loose 
tops in the hand, hold the plant at the 
side of the hole, the crown resting on 
the surface, and the roots extending 
into the hole while held in position. 
When 


the hole is filled, the crown should be 


Firm the soil about the roots. 


resting on the surface. Give the plant 
a good watering to help it take hold in 
its new location, Later, autumn rains 
will probably supply all the moisture 
needed, and the plants will gradually 
harden off before winter sets in. 

It guarantees better results in the 
spring if newly planted stock is given 
some protection with a mulch during 
the first Where cold spring 
winds are the rule, the mulch should be 
removed gradually, after all danger of 
frost 1s past. 


winter, 





ABOVE: the new “ Americana” pattern, 
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Furniture courtesy A. V. Baron Antiques, Toronto 


ger ot Dring Ln. 


...ahd entertain with PRIDE ! 


Yes, in dining room and bedroom, in living 
room and halls, there’s a smart new vogue 
today for wallpaper. From coast to coast in 
Canada—discriminating, style-wise families 
are deciding on gaily lovely, warmly colorful 
wallpapers, for new pride .. . new beauty ... 
and new pleasure in their homes. 

There’s a very definite reason! The new 
wallpapers are different . . . featuring entirely 
new creations by master designers. Color- 
ings?—here are rich new shades and tints, 


PRODUCTS OF 
CANADIAN WALLPAPER 
MANUFACTURERS LIMITED 


MADE IN CANADA BY REG. N. BOXER COMPANY LIMITED . 
STAUNTON’'S LIMITED... 


THLE LY 


WALLPAPERS 


dreamily subtle, vigorously gay or softly 
warm, as you desire, Patterns?—you'll revel 
in today’s wider choice . . . ranging from the 
sedately distinctive to new, exciting effects 
never before available in Canadian wallpapers. 

You owe it to your home and your good 
taste to see what’s new in the decorating 
field of today, at your wallpaper dealers. 
See with your own eyes and you will agree 
... for pride beyond price, it pays to decorate 
with wallpaper. 


f 


WATSON-FOSTER COMPANY LIMITED 


ABOVE: the stunning 
“Glorious” pattern, ideal 
for the bedroom or hall. 


FILL OUT AND MAIL coupon 
below for valuable, idea-packed 


“Portfolio of Home Decorating . 


Ideas.”’ A complete “idea kit!”” Now 
on the press—you will receive your 
copy approximately October Ist. 
Please enclose 25c to cover part cost 
of handling and mailing. 
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Cheer Up — 
your home with 


Wallpaper 


ABOVE: the richly effec- 
tive “Park Avenue”, a 
distinctive pattern for 
the living room. 


Canaptan WaALiparer Manuracturers Liwrtep, 
Dept. C-4701, Metropolitan Building, Toronto 1, Ont. 


Enclosed find 25c. Please send me your “Portfolio of Home Decorating Ideas.” + 


Name 


Address_ 
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FIGURED 


yy 105 


YOUR FIGURE is loveliest when 
fashioned by Flexees . . . with every 
line smoothed, figure faults 
concealed, and fashion’s new, 


graceful silhouette revealed. 


WORLD'S LOVELIEST FOUNDATIONS 





But School Teaching 
is Going to be Different 


Continued from page 29 


leave school each year for work. You 
wonder about teaching. We're telling 
you. Teaching is going to be one of 
the most vital and stimulating jobs 
afloat in this Dominion in the coming 
10 years. And you might find it worth 
while to become a part of it. That is, 
if you've got it in you to be a good 
teacher. 

So let’s check up on you. Try to 
assess your own aptitudes—and get 
help from teachers and vocational 
guidance people if you can—before you 
enter Normal School. Why? Because, 
first, cold statistics show that the 
average young Canadian loses at least 
two years through unemployment, in 
normal times, going from job to job 
before he or she settles down to some 
occupation. And maybe his final choice 
is a catch-as-catch-can proposition, too. 
You could use the extra time to better 
your qualifications in your carefully 
chosen field. Secondly, because it’s 
better to be an inefficient stenographer 
or a sloppy bookkeeper than a misfit 
teacher. Like a doctor, you will ply 
your trade with human minds and 
bodies. Your mistakes are costly when 
they’re paid for in the coin of human 
misadventure. Behind the textbooks, 
schedules, timetables and curricula you 
work with, will be the shadow of 
tomorrow’s adult population, and how 
it will shape from the two and a half 
million children now in our schools. 
It’s too big a job for a fly-by-night. 

“If you are really convinced that 
you have chosen the wrong field of 
labor,” says a recent booklet addressed 
to their own membership by the Ontario 
Federation of Women Teachers, “have 
the courage to change your work. Do 
not sentence yourself to a vocation 
which does not inspire you.” This, in 
the face of the alarming situation 
throughout Canada, which threatens 
to leave the country short of more than 
7,000 teachers in elementary schools 
alone within two years at the present 
low rate of Normal School enrolment 
and recent high rate of abandonment 
of the profession by trained personnel. 

The point is, if you can be a good 
teacher, the teaching profession will, 
within the coming years, have a good 
and worth-while place for you. 

What do you need? 

Remember the best teacher you ever 
had? She had more than a liking for 
children and young people. She knew 
how to direct them cheerfully and 
effectively. Besides this all-important 
capacity to lead, the Vocational Guid- 
ance Centre (University of Toronto) 
says you need health and mental health 
—which should add up to a good 
disposition. And that mysterious thing 
called “presence”’—the power which 
speakers and actors have of holding 
their audience. 

Above all, you need control, and that 
begins with self-control. (Remember 
the teacher who whined or shouted or 
sulked or was sarcastic because he or 
she lacked the ability to keep dis- 
cipline?) Add these to an understanding 
of children and a readiness to study 
them, and underpin the whole with a 
firm knowledge of your work and 
enthusiasm for what you are teaching. 
And you're in. 


Chatelaine, September, 1947 — 91 


These are the things that will make 
you a good teacher, with the inspector 
adding gold stars on his report and the 
school board making more dollar signs 
on your cheque. But look. You want 
more than that. You want to be a 
happy teacher. Where the vocational 
guidance people leave off, well-adjusted 
teachers and educators will pick it up 
for you. The big shots of the teaching 
world have added enjoyment to ability 
in order to get to the top. And there 
is a wide and growing top with plenty 
of room for bright material. (Of which 
we'll tell you later.) 

“If the sight of untidy noses and 
unscoured ears makes you cringe, rather 
than tingle for mopping-up prepara- 
tions, you shouldn’t teach young child- 
ren,” says one successful kindergarten 
director. “But then, you shouldn’t be 
a mother, either. Or maybe even a 
woman!” 

“At last we’re scuttling the grand 
(and crazy) illusion that the guidance 
and enlightenment of little children 
should be its own reward, sans decent 
remuneration, normal living and respect 
of the community for professional stand- 
ing,” comments one key educator in 
the national field. “But let us face it— 
the adjusted teacher will always have 
some of the qualities of the do-gooder. 
His work is too deeply involved in 
human relations to allow him to be 
impersonal. He will, unconsciously 
perhaps, build character. He will be 
more than a mechanic—a learner him- 
self, a discoverer, a pioneer each day in 
a new land. That’s education as a 
living thing.” 

How can you tell, during high-school 
days, whether or not you are tempera- 
mentally suited to teaching? You're 
lucky, because there are a dozen ways 
to find out. Act as “sitter” to small 
children. Take summer jobs in children’s 
playgrounds, camps, as helper in pri- 
vate kindergartens. You'll soon dis- 
cover whether or not you enjoy working 
with children. 

So these are the innate qualities—the 
aptitudes—you need in order to teach. 
What about training? 

As you know, education is a pro- 
vincial matter. There are Normal 
Training Schools in your province under 
the Department of Education (or, as 
in the case of Alberta, under the Uni- 
versity). You can get any information 
from them or from your own high| 
school. You need to finish high school, | 
though. Grade 11 will do in some 
provinces and follow it with one year 
of training. (All recommendations at 
present being made for upping stand- 
ards of education advise longer teacher 
training.) This is, of course, for elemen- | 
tary school teaching. You pay no fees 
for your training (or very low ones) and 
in some parts of the country, such as 
Alberta and New Brunswick, you can 
get a loan to see you through Normal 
School. Your certificate will allow you 
to teach only in your own province, 
although special “exchange” arrange- 
ments are available to send you to 
other parts of the Dominion or abroad 
to Empire countries for a specified 
period. This, of course, when you have 
had sufficient teaching experience and 
are considered qualified to do so. 


NOW: WHAT are some of these won- 
derful changes taking place—or in 
prospect—for the teaching profession, 
which makes it such a good future bet 
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Try this 


better way 
to clean 
pols & pans 


ALL YOU NEED— 


With a black pot, greasy skillet 
or dull pan—you can prove 
S.O.S. is the one cleanser 

you need for all those pesky 
jobs. Handy, too—with soap 
right in the pad! 


HERE’S ALL YOU DO— 


DIP the edge of an S.O.S. pad 
in water. Instantly, the magic S.O.S. combination 
of grease-cutting and scouring materials is 
ready to go to work. 


RUB briskly over scorches, stains 

or crusted food. Good-by all! 

And if the problem is grease, ; 
S.O.S. cuts through it in no time rf 
to the shine beneath. 


a. 
ES) RINSE—and the 
‘<= job's done—the 
shine is there. Easily — 
quickly! Get long-lasting 
S.0.S. today and make 


this test yourself | 


ji 


for you? Salaries have been the first 
and biggest stumbling block for many 
years. Let’s look at salaries. We've 
been doing it for days. We're up to 
our desk top in statistics and reports 
on the subject for you because they're 
changing so fast everywhere. Our busy 
pencil—backed by Bureau of Statistics 
reports—indicates that in the last six 
years teachers’ salaries in Canadian 
schools have increased until they now 
average $500 higher annually. Actually 
your pay cheque, if you were the 
median Canadian public-school teacher 
would have jumped from $840 to $1,207 
a year. In rural schools alone the 
increase has been around $400, or 68%. 

Big cities like Toronto, Ottawa, Van- 
couver, pay the best. Toronto teachers 
now start at a minimum of $1,500. As 
provinces go, British Columbia leads, 
with Ontario second. The Maritimes 
are still lowest pay, but in rural areas 
evervwhere the new financial arrange- 
ments between provincial and district 
authorities (like county finance units 
and bigger administrative setups) mean 
that salaries are not only increased, but 
guaranteed. There was a day when the 
lonely country schoolmarm often had 
arrears pile up and couldn’t even buy 
a ticket home—where she certainly 
went, as soon as possible, to hunt for 
another kind of job. In Ontario, where 
the government has taken on 50% of 
the cost of education, a minimum of 
$1,200 has been set for rural teachers’ 
salaries. 

The important thing is that every- 
where the position of the schoolteacher, 
her relationship to the community, the 
government, the people of Canada, is 
being re-examined and revised. A 
report of the Royal Commission on 
Education to which teachers, school 
boards and public have all made presen- 
tations and suggestions, will appear this 
fall. It is expected to contain important 
recommendations that will lead the 
way to reshaping the whole profession. 

In one of the most important com- 
ments on education of the decade, the 
Canada and Newfoundland Education 
Association reported that our nation 
should be spending $203,262,000 to 
bring education in this country up to 
necessary (not fancy) standards. That, 
as against the present 17 to 31 cents 
per school day per child (less than the 
cost of a package of cigarettes) we 
spend now. The same organization 
suggests hundreds of new “special” 
teachers and supervisors in the vital 
fieids of health, vocational guidance, 
and to mect the special needs for 
children above or below average, or with 
problems of sight, hearing, etc. And 
advisory and “helping” as well as 
“visiting” teachers to bring new stimu- 
lus and assistance to present teachers, 
and to tie home and school closer to- 
gether in their understanding and train- 
ing of the child. All these growing 
fields mean, of course, greater oppor- 
tunities for the ambitious teacher, who 
can take courses at summer schools. 
Many such teachers—especially those 
who take university training at home 
while they teach—rise to key educa- 
tional posts in their communities or 
provinces. With better salaries, they 
enjoy opportunities for travel, good 
clothes and wider social activities. 

Superannuation benefits are being 
improved. Plans for new and modern 
schools are far ahead of the postwar 
capacity to supply them, and every- 


where the teacher is gaining new 
stature through her own professional 
organizations. In Ontario, teaching has 
been recognized as a profession, and so 
legalized. In British Columbia teachers 
have tied in with the vigorous labor 
movement. And so it goes—on and 
forward. 

Much of this is on the books for 
tomorrow. Today, conditions are still 
shocking in many parts of the country 
—but the tide is turning. Even as 
things stand, a writer points out in the 
New Brunswick Forum of Education, 
people who would make excellent 
teachers but spurn the idea, should 
think again. The field is uncrowded, 
and promotion is rapid. Other jobs are 
becoming scarcer, and in spite of the 
high wages you got for war work (the 
writer says)—there’s no more war work 
to do. He contends that salaries paid 
to teachers for the amount of training 
required are not low. 


BUT A LOT of people who would like 
to see more girls go into teaching have 
discovered (as we have, through Chate- 
laine teen-agers’ letters and interviews) 
that they’re more interested in_ the 
social and marital possibilities of their 
work than the salary angle. Go back 
to those questions: Is teaching a job 
for old maids? Is it a dead end socially? 

You know, don’t you, that almost 
everywhere in Canada now, teachers 
can marry and stay on the job? Toronto 
has even gone so far as to provide 
maternity leave for married women 
teachers. Even the small village com- 
munity is beginning to realize that the 
teacher is a person and has a right to 
behave like one, not a bloodless paragon 
And here’s where parents can help 
They can wipe away the thought in 
children’s minds—expressed by a 10- 
year-old when she saw Teacher getting 
ready to go bowling from school, “Why, 
I thought teachers just went home and 
read good books!” Parents can invite 
them to ordinary gatherings of friends, 
not just when little Johnny is having 
his class for a party. They can open 
the right type of home for them to live 
in—not force them into unpleasant 
boardinghouses. Better still, back up 
the project of building teacher residences 
where girls on the staffs of larger area 
schools can enjoy the privileges and 
amenitics of life in normal apartment 
residences. They can realize that many 
professional women now smoke, go out 
with men, and enjoy shows and movies 
without becoming tainted and unfit. 
That in forcing teachers to live arti- 
ficially they are giving their own child- 
ren a very bad deal in education. 

In a wonderful little book, “‘ We Look 
at Ourselves,” the Ontario Women 
Teachers point out that the teacher 
herself will make her own position, to a 
big degree, in her district. They ask her 
if she has enough humor for the job, if 
she takes part in community activities 
(instead of going home every week end) 
and knows how to decline tactfully when 
necessary. “‘Have you the voice that 
sparkles?” The text challenges, “Are 
you a punctual user of deodorants, do 
you pay proper attention to make-up, 
chipped nails and general grooming 
smartness?” 

“Every teacher should have one red 
dress,” an admiring inspector sighed to 
a bright young thing flying about her 
classroom. “It cheers the whole atmos- 
phere of the class.” 
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GOTHAM GOLD STRIPE NYLONS 


Legs look glamorously lovely in these sheer, 


clear, beautiful Gotham Gold Stripe Nylons. 
All sheer nylon, 30 denier, in SHADOW, 
one of the season’s fashionable dark shades. 


Buy these stockings at your favorite store. 
Made in Canada 


GOTHAM HOSIERY COMPANY 
OF CANADA, LIMITED, 
SALES OFFICES 
DOMINION SQUARE BUILDING 
MONTREAL, CANADA 


Merchants can help. “ You know, the 
stores are wonderful about showing all 
sorts of educational exhibits when we 
come to town for a convention,” one 
young teacher from the hinterlands 
complained, “but how we’d appreciate 
windows with smart clothes as well as 
books—clothes that will stand up under 
chalk dust, grubby fingers and inky 
papers! Coats that will wear and be 
smart, and accessories that will give us 
and our pupils a change of outlook.” 
Couldn’t they coddle us a little, the 
way they do the teen-agers and the 
business girls?” 

Maybe it just boils down’ to the fact 
that teachers are people. Important 
ones. Especially in the rural areas 
where, with only 48% of our population, 
we produce 51% of our children. Child- 
ren who need cultural advantages—if 
they are to carry on the country’s 
future. 

Maybe you’ll like the way a young 
man, one of a group of ex-officers now 
at Normal, explained why he was going 
into the profession, after five years in a 
prisoner-of-war camp. 

“T had plenty of time tq think things 
out,” he said, ““and I decided that my 
mission in life was going to be to put 
the right ideas into the next generation.” 

Every real teacher, and every poten- 
tial one, will understand exactly what 
he meant. # 


Is Something Wrong With 
Our Canadian Sunday? 


Continued from page 23 


young people — fine! But is it fair 
to ask the taxpayer to supply some 
Sunday entertainment so that parents 
can be free of their children on the one 
day many of them have the oppor- 
tunity—and responsibility—to be with 
them and look after them? I don’t 
think so.” 


Labor Says No 


At a recent forum on the subject of 
‘open Sunday” in a big Toronto 
church, labor representatives were ada- 
mantly opposed to any extension of a 
commercialized Sunday. Felt it would 
be a new encroachment on the working 
man’s or woman’s rights, and in times 
of lessened employment mean longer 
hours for less pay. 

In Vancouver, where a public move- 
ment arose recently to open theatres on 
Sundays, a delegation of Motion Picture 
Projectionists and other theatre workers 
asked the Trades and Labor Council to 
support them in opposing any such 
move; which they did, unanimously. 

Individual theatre workers interviewed 
said, “It’s all very well to maintain 
that we would get one holiday in seven 
—but in our trade, at least, we work 
all holidays but Sundays. Take that 
away and we'd never get any real rest!” 

Among enthusiasts of commercialized 
sports who support the “open Sunday” 
idea, it is believed that Canada’s posi- 
tion in the international field is harmed 
by the fact that 
hockey games and so on are banned. 

Jim Coleman, sports columnist for the 
Globe and Mail, puts it this way in 
speaking of his own city, “Toronto never 
will be a baseball town of much con- 
sequence until the day when Sunday 
sport is permitted here. We don’t 
anticipate being alive to see that day 


Sunday baseball, | 
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When Your 
Eyes Are Tired 


DO THIS 


MAKE THIS SIMPLE TEST TODAY 
; gy i — aioe Q Vi 


EYES TIRED? Soothe and refresh them in 
seconds with two drops of safe, gentle 
Murine in each eye. You get— 


QUICK RELIEF. Instantly your eyes feel re- 
freshed. Murine’s skilful blend of 7 in- 
gtedients cleanses and soothes eyes that 
are tired from overwork or exposure to 
sun, wind and dust. 


MURINE. 


FOR YOUR EYES 


IF YOUDONOT 
os Se =) 
IN SIXTY DAYS 





@ Have you wondered if 
multiple vitamin capsules 
would do you any good? Well 
-.. there’s only one way to 
— that question: Ask 
your druggist for a package 
of ONE-A-DAY heen Mul. 
tiple Vitamin Capsules, 60 
capsules for $2.50. Take one 
capsule each day for 60 days. 
Then see if you don’t feel 
better and look better. How- 
ever ... if you do not think 


.. with 
Crystal’ .  beautaful exclusive 
designs available in open stock 


A @) in O ¢ awa as 
eats Tr lA 


Your money 
will be 


refunded 
in ‘full 


that ONE-A-DAY brand, Mul- 
tiple Vitamin Capsules have bene- 
fited you, return the empty pack- 
age to your druggist and he will 
refund your money in full. Start 
this home test today, with ONE- 
A-DAY brand, Multiple Vitamin 
Capsules. Each caus contains 6 
vitamins. 


60 CAPSULES FOR $2.50. 


. . » no minor league baseball team can 
evidence any strength at the box-office 
in a community which doesn’t sanction 
Sunday baseball. Furthermore, no 
major league team wishes to own a minor 
league team in a community which 
doesn’t sanction Sunday baseball.” 

Apparently Canada’s future in the 
professional baseball world is of small 
concern to Canadian women and teen- 
age girls. For almost unanimously all 
these queried were against commer- 
cialized sports on Sunday. 

Mr. Coleman recalls his campaign for 
Sunday sport carried on during the war 
years, when men and women in the 
armed services and in war plants often 
“afloat in the city at week ends’’ sup- 
ported him vigorously. 

However, these people, to a large 
degree, are no longer “‘afloat.”” Canada, 
in normal times, is on the whole a 
nation of home-loving families. While 
Mr. Coleman undoubtedly sums up the 
point of view of professional sports 
promoters and in all likelihood a large 
number of their fans (particularly men) 
it is apparent from Chatelaine’s ques- 
tionnaires that this opinion is not that 
of Canadian women, or teen-age girls! 


Teenagers Reply 


What about the young people them- 
selves—boys and girls on whose behalf 
the “closed” Sunday is so often decried? 
Members of Chatelaine’s Teen - age 
Councils from Vancouver to Halifax 
were polled. They agreed, on the whole, 
with their mothers. Sunday should be 
a family day; church-going (most of them 
prefer morning service) a family affair, 
too. Quietness, time to think, to write 
letters, to see friends, to worship, should 
be its great objective. 

There is a marked feeling among 
teen-agers far east and west that the 
opening of picture houses would be a 
good idea—as opposed to the rest of 
the Dominion, where other social and 
sports activities are more in demand. 
In Quebec Province, where picture 
houses are already open and children 
under 16 are not allowed to attend, 
teen-agers are more or less unconcerned 
about it, one way or another. In 
Vancouver several teen-agers expressed 
the opinion that the tourist trade, 
highly important in coastal Canadian 
cities, would benefit if movie houses were 
open on Sunday. They seemed less 
interested for themselves, and in some 
cases suggested that “Our parents might 
like to go—but we can go Friday or 
Saturday.” 

Many feel that there is too much 
work at home on Sunday. That one 
restaurant meal and a light supper 
or food prepared the day before—would 
leave more time for relaxation. Teen- 
agers love outdoor sports and few there 
are today who don’t take part in them. 
Many attend church clubs or groups, 
and believe discussions could be more 
vital, social periods longer and organized 
for wider enjoyment. 

But they had one great criticism to 
make of their own Sunday activities. 
“If we could only get our homework 
done earlier and leave Sunday for rest, 
church, sports and visiting,” they 
wailed. 

Yes—they want Sunday at home. 
But perhaps we will need to provide a 
substitute home for those who haven't 
a real one. 

It could be as simple as that. @ 


@ When your back muscles feel 
as stiff as a board after unusual 
exertion, get busy! Rub on 
Absorbine Jr. and help those 
aching muscles limber up fast! 

Tired muscles are often fam- 
ished muscles. Your strenuous 
activity has burned up their 
nourishment. But rub on 
Absorbine Jr. and you help step 
up your local circulation. Fresh 
invigorating blood supplies 
fresh nourishment! Then tired 
back muscles relax, become 
supple again, the pain fairly 
floats away! 

Ask your druggist today for 
Absorbine Jr. — 50-year-famous 
formula of rare medicinal herbs 
and other scientifically chosen 
ingredients. A long-lasting bot- 
tle, $1.25. W. F. Young, Inc., 
Lyman House, Montreal. 


Beauty is the goal of all true 


artistry... 


. and Adorna 


craftsmen have achieved a 


breath-taking 


loveliness 


to enhance your charm. 
Get Adorna quality for 
that added touch of 


distinction! At leading 
jewellers everywhere. 
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Romance of the Willow | 220 9% on engl... 


There’s nothing like a 
gay little apron to add a bit 
of glamour to housekeeping, 
And there’s no gift like 
lovely hand embroidery if 
you're thinking about some- 
one very special . . . Christ- 
mas being just around the 
corner. This little number is 

of long-wearing factory cot- 
ton, with a_ nice-fitting 
midriff, and its flaring cover- 
age is generous. Stamped 
ready for working in the 
well-known Romance of the 
Willow design to be done in 
cross stitch in the willow 


blues. No. 156C, 
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The same design but 
in a slightly smaller cross 
stitch distinguishes this 
beautiful luncheon set. Com- 
pleted, it will be a treasured 
work of art—your own! 
The age-old tale of the 
willow romance is .told in 
cross stitch of two shades of 
willow blue; comes stamped 
ready for working on finest 
white Irish linen. Cross 
stitch bordering the hem 
completes the picture. No, 
i37C, 






FABRIC 


MADE IN CANADA 


by 
DOMINION TEXTILE 


COMPANY LIMITED 


TO ORDER: No. 156C, 60 cents; cottons for working, 20 cents. No. 157C MONTREAL 


(including four serviettes) 36-inch size set, $3.75; 45-inch size set, $4.50. 

i ize, ' ie Le Cert, c/o Chatelaine, 
Calon ox eer non, cnt, Assn ar te Cu fo eae” §~—=- «| TOWELS + PRINTED DRESS FABRICS 
to cover bank exchange. 
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Snuggle your shoes into a pair of Princess Rubber Oxfords. 
Hear the quick compliments—"“They're lovely.” “Adorable!” 
“Where did you get them?” 


Only their good looks remind you you're wearing rubbers. 
Princess Oxfords are feather-light. No extra weight. They 
stretch for eacy fitting . . . fit snugly as a hand-sewn glove. 


B.F. Goodrich has fashioned the Princess from finest quality 
black rubber. The exclusive, patented, stretchable construc- 
tion means perfect comfort. You can choose from four heel 
styles. Ask your footwear dealer for genuine Princess 
Oxfords — today. 


Look for the B.F. Goodrich label. It identifies quality footwear 
— at a glance. 


Beauty 
Brevities 


EPTEMBER has the reputation for being our most 

perfect month. Its cool sunny weather is easy to take. 

But every now and then it slips up and hands out some 

hot, sticky days. When this kind of humidity comes in 

July or August we're all set for it—but September sees us 
in trim dark dresses smartened up with such accessories as 
wide leather or plastic belts. A single outing in hot weather, 
with one of these girdling the waist, is enough to stain the 
dress with perspiration. You'll find you can save extra trips to 
the cleaners if you smooth an antiperspirant cream around 
your midriff when you've finished bathing. Use it on the 
soles of your feet, too, for extra walking comfort. 


A new skin lotion appears, made with real lemon juice. If 
used several times a day, the tangy smell and astringent feeling 
of lemons will be a boon to tired complexions. Also it’s fine for 
girls with oily skins. The lemon cuts the oil from the surface of 
the skin and leaves the face clean and cool. 


Further good news for girls with oily skins! It’s a type of 
cleansing cream which actually lathers on your face. It should 
be applied with a damp sponge—the wetter the sponge, the 
greater the lather. The effect is rather like shaving soap—only 
it’s a cream and not a soap. For dry sensitive skins it is 
recommended once or twice a week, but oily skins will benefit 
by a daily treatment. 


Constant hair wetting and sunburning during summer 
months may make your hair as dry and brittle as last year’s 
bird nest. To correct this unhappy state give yourself several 
warm-oil treatments at home. After you’ve rubbed the oil well 
into your scalp, parting the hair and applying with a pad 
of absorbent cotton, wrap a bath towel loosely around your 
head and hang over the steaming spout of a kettle. (But not 
too close, or you'll end by scalding rather than conditioning 
your scalp.) The steam helps your head to absorb the oil. 
Protect your pillow with a shower cap and leave the oil on all 
night, if possible. 

Next morning give yourself a shampoo. There is an efficient 
cream shampoo for home use—put out by well-known 
specialists in hair preparations. It comes in a jar and looks 
like cleansing cream. First comb your hair free of tangles, 
then rinse in warm water. Melt the cream shampoo by rubbing 
it between the palms of your hands. Apply it close to your 
scalp, working it well through your hair. Then rinse several 
times in hot water and finish off with cool. 


To get rid of a weatherbeaten look which sometimes 
marks the end of summer you might like to try a whitening 
cream on your complexion. Be sure to buy a reliable brand as 
the bleaching of skin is tricky business—the bleach may be 
strong enough to cause damage. There are several whitening 
creams which can be used with perfect safety to get rid of 
fading tan. Then there is a different type of bleach—a 
circulation cream which contains properties to whip the blood 
to the surface of your skin. Such special creams both lighten 
and brighten complexions, get them in good condition to face 
up to autumn. 


For girls who feel they can’t wear cake make-up and yet 
yearn for a “mat finish” to cover skin blemishes, here’s a 
suggestion. Use two kinds of foundation—a lotion and a cake. 
Dampen the sponge in the lotion, then rub it over the cake and 
smooth on face and neck. The result is a soft and luminous 
make-up with plenty of lubrication to prevent overdryness. 
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NYLON...TWIN...FAVORITES 





FASHION PERFECT...BUDGET WISE 


Charm unlimited plus more leisure hours. Nylon is the secret to your lovely, stay fresh, easy to care for 
lingerie wardrobe. Washes quickly, dries rapidly, ironing almost negligible... and it doesn’t shrink or stretch! 
Yes, all these features and fashion too give you double value in nylon lingerie. Fabrics so pleasantly 
smooth, so intriguingly sturdy in mist fine sheers, glowing satins and twills soft as down. Specify nylon ‘ 


lingerie when shopping at your favorite store—look for this tag as your guide to quality nylon merchandise. 


FABRIC MADE OF 





NY-47.7 
NYLON DIVISION «© CANADIAN INDUSTRIES LIMITED 0 P. O46 BOX 10, MONTREAL 
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“Lysol” brand disinfectant. 
















Check these facts with your doctor 





Many doctors recommend 
“Lysol” brond disinfectant for 
Feminine Hygiene. Non-caustic, 
“Lysol” is non-injurious to deli- 
cote membrone. Its cleon, cnti- 
septic odour quickly disoppeors. 
Highly concentrated “Lysol” is 
economical in solution. Follow 
easy directions for correct 
douching solution. 
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Love-quiz ++ For Married Folks Only 


WHY HAVE HIS KISSES 
GONE COLD? 


If her devoted husband has suddenly become indifferent, it may 
be because she has grown careless about feminine hygiene. 


Is proper feminine hygiene so important to married happiness? 


Yes. intimate daintiness ... charm... call for effective douching. 
That's why so many doctors recommend thorough yet gentle 


What about salt, soda . . . other homemade douching solutions? 


Weak, makeshift or homemade solutions cannot compare with 
the tested and proved cleansing efficiency of ‘‘Lysol’’. 


Why is “Lysol” more dependable than many other disinfectants? 


Because it is effective not only in the test tube but in contact 
with organic matter. “Lysol” is a proved germ and odour killer. 


ALWAYS USE “LYSOL” in the douche, to help you keep the complete 
feminine daintiness that is magic in a marriage. 


Proved Effective 
over 50 years 


Today 4 out of every 5 disinfectant users 


choose LYSOL. More hospitals specify LYSOL 


thon any other disinfectont. Be syvre— 
always ask for LYSOL. Avoid inferior sub- 
stitutes. 
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FREE BOOKLET! Learn the truth about intimate 
hygiene and its important role in married happiness. 
Mail this coupon to Dept. M.H., Lehn & Fink (Canada) 
Limited, 37 Hanno Avenue, Toronto 3, Ontario, for 
frankly informing FREE booklet in plain envelope. 
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Copr., 1947 by Lehn & Fink (Canada) Ltd. 
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Portrait of My Love 


Continued from page 79 


Helen was asking, thereby proving that 
all he’d wanted from his marriage was 
Maggie for his wife and not an easy 
living in the Korbein house. Now she 
was thinking about him going back to 
college, with Helen there, and about 
that campus plastered with pretty girls. 
She made up her mind. 

“‘He’d hardly be such a fool as that!” 
said she. “He can do all the studying he 
wants to right here,” and I felt my heart 
like a stone in my breast to hear her 
say it, for well I knew that if the poor 
lad refused she’d think it, maybe, for 
Helen’s sake, and if he consented she'd 
likely be thinking "twas what he'd 
planned for all the time. 

He looked some startled for a mo- 
ment, then he grinned and plowed his 
hair with her fingers, the way he was 
always doing, shrugging his shoulders 
to show how helpless he was. 

“You heard the boss,” he said to 
Helen, and “Yes,” said she slowly, “I 
did.” 

She got off Maggie’s chaise longue 
then, and made for the door. “Well, I'll 
be going,” said she, “as long as I’m not 
invited to stay for lunch.” And she had 
the gall to stand there looking at Maggie 
and me itching to kick her teeth in and 
Maggie just home with her new hus- 
band! 

“Some other time, Helen, if you don’t 
mind,” said Maggie, trying to be a lady 
the way I'd tried to teach her. “Keep 
the hat,” she said, for Helen was taking 
it with her. 

“Oh, yes, the hat. Thank you, dar- 
ling,” said Helen, looking down at it 
in her hand as if she’d forgotten it, 
which she hadn’t. “‘ Your wedding hat,” 
she said, and smiled at Paul. “‘It doesn’t 
take Maggie long to get tired of things,” 
she said to him, “‘but what’s the differ- 
ence? She can always buy new ones!” 

The door closed behind her and 
Maggie said, mildly, still being a lady, 
“That was a little uncalled for.” 

“Oh,” said Paul in the easy way a man 
says such things, “she meant nothing by 
it. She’s a cute kid, isn’t she?” 

“T wouldn’t know,” said Maggie 
shortly, “being fed to the teeth, right 
now, with her purring and snatching and 
scratching.” 

“But, honey!” He was looking at her, 
surprised and distressed. “‘A week or so 
ago she was your best friend.” 

She stood and looked at him and 
opened her mouth and closed it again. 
““So she was,” she said finally. “Let’s 
skip it, shall we?” She sat down on the 
bed and looked about her. “I’m going 
to have this room redecorated, I don’t 
care for it like this. We can use one of 
the guest rooms until then. See to it, 
will you, Katy?” 

“Just as you say, darling,” Paul said 
gently, “but it could be that Helen made 
you angry because she was 
couldn’t it?” And then he sat down 
beside her and took her in his arms. 
“Oh, well,” he said, “just so you don’t 
get tired of me.” He looked at me over 
her head and winked and said, “Say, 
Katy, don’t you work for a living?” and 
I jumped and said, “That I do!” and had 
the sense to leave them alone, 

But I was sorely troubled going down 
the back stairs and wondering how 
many times that jealous, proud, dis- 
trusting heart of Maggie’s would yield to 
broad shoulders and strong arms and 
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HARDWARE 


IS INSTALLED ONCE” 


When new, it’s often difficult to tell 
if hardware is solid brass or only 
plated. But time and exposure will 
tell you that only so/id brass or bronze 
will wear well, continue smooth- 
working, stay new-looking. Rustable 
metal, no matter how beautifully 
plated when new will surely de- 
teriorate indoors as well as out. 


Since hardware was first made in 
Canada, solid brass has always been 
the metal of quality. Today leadin 
makers are using solid brass in hard- 
ware for moderately-priced homes, 
Next time you're in a hardware store, 
compare solid brass with plated rust- 
able metal. For more information on 
rustproofing write for our free book- 
let, “Your Enduring Home”, 
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Copper end Bese 
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ANACONDA AMERICAN BRASS 
LIMITED 


(Since 1922 Headquarters in Canada 
for Copper and Brass) 


Main Office and Plant: Montreal Office: 
New Toronto, Ont. 939 Dominion Sq. Bldg. 
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BUT ONCE A YEARS 


Only Heater of 
its Kind in the 
World! 


ih pero ermenmmamameereminer te sme octane ts! 
Amazing, Patented 
interior 
Construction 


Has Modern 
Automatic 
Draft Regulator 


MODEL 520-B 
100 ib. Coal Cap. 


NAME REG. IN U.S. AND 
CAN, PAT. OFF, 


COAL HEATER 
HEF'S plenty of clean, healthful 

heat at lowest cost! Requires less 
attention than most furnaces. Burns 
any kind of coal, coke or briquets. Semi- 
automatic magazine feed. Heats all day 
and night without refueling. Holds fire 
several days on closed draft. Soon pays 
its cost in fuel saving. Get all the Facts 
e+» Write for Free Folder, (CB) 


BOON-STRACHAN COAL CO. LTD. 
Montreal 2, Quebec, Canada 


































Tay it on bread apd toast or as a 
wic ing. inexpensive too 
and a treat for kiddies at lunch- 
time and picnics, 
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the lazy caressing way he had of speak- 
ing her name. I hurried into the back 
hall to tell the others about him, but 
what I had to tell was news to none. 
They’d all peeked to see him in the hall, 
Cook and the two maids and even 
Briggs who'd come over from his apart- 
ment above the garage to look for 
Helen, and Mrs. Bannon, the house- 
keeper, had carried the whisky and 
soda in, herself, when it was rung for. 

Mrs. Bannon came with Maggie’s 
mother from the East and one look at 
her will tell you that the young lady was 
cared for and kept respectable for all 
she was kicking up her heels in a stage 
show. She came to the house as lady’s 
maid, but she was housekeeper when | 
came and before that, too, I’ve no doubt. 
She is a woman of few words and keeps 
herself to herself, but she did unbend to 
tell that Paul was raised in an orphans’ 
home and had scarce a dollar to his 
name, which I'd guessed already. 


IT WAS smooth sailing for a few weeks, 
with Helen gone back to school and Paul 
settling down to his work as if he really 
believed it important and attending 
classes twice a week to study advanced 
art with the really good teacher they had 
for the University Extension course. 
He’d come home eager to tell Maggie 
what had been said and done and how 
the others had bragged on_ his work, 
and Maggie would listen with her eyes 
on his face as if she searched for some- 
thing that, even then, she could not 
quite believe in. 

Pop seemed pleased enough with 
Paul. He gave the bridegroom a new 
car of his own for a wedding present, 
and bought a princely house that they 
called a cottage on the bay shore, 18 
miles away, for the two of them to be 
alone in on the week ends instead of a 
regular honeymoon. As long as Paul 
was a good husband to Maggie, Pop was 
willing to give him anything, and he 
remained entirely unconvinced that he 
would be a good husband for any other 
reason. It was his talk that caused the 
first rift between the kids, 

Anna was in bed with her sinuses and 
I was doing the library in her stead that 
morning when the three of them stopped 








in a minute before the two men were off 
to their business. Pop looked at the 
portraits and at the empty wall. 

“It’s high time the two of you filled 
that wall,” said he. “‘ How about it, son? 
Have they taught you enough at those 
fancy classes so you could paint the two 
pictures I’m wanting? Could you, 
maybe now,” he twinkled slyly, “make 
Maggie look a little more like those 
three?” 

I looked up from my dusting and 
wished I might cram my rag in his big 
mouth and him standing there teetering 
on his toes and heels, and Maggie 
standing up straight, as stiff as a poker 
with her face getting white and her eyes 
all sicklike as she waited for Paul to 
speak, 

“Well, sir,” said Paul, at last, “I 
don’t know about a self-portrait, but | 
almost believe I could paint Maggie. I 
am going to try, anyway, pretty soon. 
But,” said he, looking seriously at the 
Korbein wives and back at his own, “I 
wouldn’t for a minute think of trying to 
make her look like them! Nor quite like 
she does now, either.” He turned to 
smile at Maggie and put out one hand 
to touch her curled hair. 

She stepped back, away from his 
touch, and I thought for a minute she 
was going to slap his face, but no, she’d 
outgrown that and learned to just pull 
herself into her shell when she was hurt. 

“Thank you,” she said, composed as 
Clancy’s pig, “I'll not have my portrait 
painted. And if I would,” she added, 
hunting for something that would hurt 
him as she was hurting to think he’d 
make fun of her, “I’m thinking Pop 
could pay an artist as easily as finance 
your daubing!” With that she walked 
out, without kissing him good-by, and 
marched upstairs. 

I was thinking, when I went up to her 
later, that she need not have locked 
the door against Paul. He had marched 
out of the front door in the same way 
she’d gone upstairs with a face as white 
as her own and, in spite of my own 
common sense, I was mistrustful that 
he’d ever come back. There was no sign 
of him at lunch and when it came time 
for his homecoming in the evening and 

# Continued on next page 





Picoted Petal Cloth 


A handsome.new crochet design 
to set off silver and china to 
best advantage. The petals are 
outlined with a picot ridge to 
give depth and richness. Each 
motif measures 3% _ inches 
square, and for a luncheon 
cloth measuring 52 inches x 52 
inches, as shown, 225 squares 
are required. Wonderful pick- 
up work! 


To order: Full instructions may be obtained by on to Chatelaine 


Handicrafts, 481 University Ave., Toronto 2. 


Enclose 10 cents. 
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once considered unavoidable, now can 
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usually be prevented by immunization. 


In one generation the death rates 


from measles and whooping cough have 


dropped about 80%. Diphtheria mortal- 


ity is down 95% 


since 1900. Few 


1946 


now die from scarlet fever or smallpox. 


But only through constant vigilance 





; 


can these gains be held. Recent- 


ly, when diphtheria immunization was 


neglected in some parts of the country, 


cases and deaths in those sections be- 


gan increasing. Ki up @ You 2 hel 
your children safe! 4 


Since the first successful vaccination 
against smallpox in 1796, medical 
science has made tremendous progress 
toward a safer life for children. Among 
the more important steps in this pro- 
gress have been the relatively recent 
development of methods to protect 
children against other dangerous com- 
municable diseases through immuniza- 
tion. 


Diphtheria immunization began to be 
used on a nationwide scale about 1921. 
Specific measures for the control of 
whooping cough have achieved wide 
use even more recently. As for measles, 
there are substances which, if used 
after exposure to this disease, may give 
temporary immunity or result in a 
lighter case. Furthermore, injections 
‘for diphtheria, tetanus (lockjaw), and 
whooping cough today are often com- 
bined. 


Your doctor can tell you how to 
guard your children’s health by the 
latest means known to medical science, 
including immunization. You may also 
find helpful Metropolitan’s free. Child 
Health Packet . . . it includes inform- 
ative leaflets on immunization, and on 
the most important communicable 
diseases of childhood. For copies just 
mail the coupon below. 


Metropolitan Life 


Insurance Company 
(A MUTUAL COMPANY) 
New York 


Frederick H. Ecker, Leroy A. Lincoln, 
CHAIRMAN OF THE BOARD PRESIDENT 


Canadian Head Office: Ottawa 


Metropolitan Life Insurance Company 
Canadian Head Office: Ottawa. 


Please send me Metropolitan's “Child 
Health Packet,” 97-L. 


Name. 
Street___ 
City 
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“and it’s 


HAND WASHABLE!” | 


It’s “Namesake”, distinct- 
ive in design with yourown 
removable initial set in a 
madeira yoke—a novel idea 
which appeals to both 
young and old. Sizes 32 to 
38. White only. 
Around $4.00. 


It’s “Lucky Girl”... that 
smooth delustred rayon 
crepe with such good body 
... from “Coramil”.Washes 


like a hankie, and keeps its 
fresh white look. 


Feature 


It’s a pre-tested rayon fab- 
ric approved under Cour- 
taulds “Quality-Control”’ 
Plan for all blouse require- 
ments: colour-fastness to 
light, perspiration, hand 
washing, dimensional re- 
storability (returns to nor- 
mal size and shape after 
hand-laundering), service 
in use. 


Sold at these and other Lead- 
ing Stores Across Canada: 
The Robert Simpson Co. Limited, 
Toronto, London, Halifax, Regina, 
Montreal. 

David Spencer Limited. Vancouver, 
Victoria, Nanaimo, B 

Hudson's Bay Company, Winnipegs 
Man. 

Manchester Robertson Allison 
Limited, Saint John, > 

C. H. Smith Company Limited, 
Windsor, Ont. 

Jas. A. Ogilvy’s Lted., Montreal, Que. 

Thomas C. Watkins Limited, 
Hamilton, Ont. 

Murphy Gamble Ltd. Ortawa, Ont. 


COURTAULDS (CANADA) LIMITED 
Producers of Rayon Yarns Only 


‘ him still not therz, I took it on myself 
to find him. 

He was at his desk, in the downtown 
office, and alone, for everyone else had 
gone for the day. His greeting was 
polite but grim. 

“Don’t tell me she sent you after 
me,” he said, and I ‘told him she hadn’t 
but that I’d come knowing she wanted 
him. 

“Or maybe,” he suggested politely, 
“she doesn’t exactly want me but pre- 
fers to have her property on hand until 
she is ready to discard it? She certainly 
seems to feel that she’s bought me.” 

There being nothing I could say to 
that, I could only repeat, “She loves 
you, Mr. Paul, and she needs you. As 
sure as my name is Katy Riley you are 
her only chance of ever knowing happi- 
ness.”” What was the use to tell him how 
he’d hurt her to make her speak as she 
did, and him knowing already? And 
Maggie would be furious if I did. 

“IT don’t know, Katy,” he said, and I 
could have sworn his eyes were full of 
pain, “I don’t know. I don’t think I can 
go back. I’m thinking of trying to get 
back into college—or something. If I go 
back to that house tonight, Katy, I’m 
liable to say things I’ve maybe no right 
to say.” 

“In that case,” I said, “go out to the 
cottage for the night—and come home 
to Maggie when you've cooled off. 
Tomorrow.” 

And that, at last, was what he con- 
sented to do, and I could at least go 
back and tell Maggie where he was. 

“He needn’t drive that far to avoid 
sharing a room with me,” she said, and 
directed me to move her things back 
into her own redecorated room. Even 
after Paul came back and they made up 
she stayed in it and never once did I hear 
him speak of his painting again to her; 
there was never anything around the 
house, after that, to show that he’d ever 
dreamed of painting, and there was a 
growing tension and distrust between 
them before ever Helen Briggs came 
home for the summer. 


I WAS surprised to find her in the house 
more than she’d ever been before, and 
then not so surprised, knowing Maggie 
who'd die by inches before she’d have 
either of them guessing she was jealous. 
A fine state of affairs it was with this 
new interest that Helen had in painting, 
or if it was not so new, certain it was 
that we’d never heard of it before. 

Now it was to Helen that Paul turned 
with all his talk about the dreams he 
had and her so sympathetic and encour- 
aging, but for all that he was not a 
happy-looking lad at the time, though 
Maggie wouldn’t have been cavght dead 
watching the two of them enough to 
know that. She took to leaving the 
house to them, as she’d done with the 
youngsters when she was little, and to 
spending much of her time down by the 
river or on the bridge with Hank again. 

One day in the late summer | passed 
her as she stood by the bridge railing, 
and me with business on the other side, 
and she was looking so persistently in 
one direction that I looked behind her 
to sce to what her back was turned. 
There’s a wharf of sorts below there on 
one side of the river and a sort of ledge 
or shelf along one side of it, and there 
was Paul sitting on the ledge with his 
head barely showing above the wharf 
floor. And, without straining my eves 
overmuch, I could see a flash of dande- 
lion yellow and knew that Helen was 


For FAST RELIEF, 
help feed. 


famished muscles 
with fresh blood! 


@ Lame and stiff and achey from 
overexercise? There’s a _ time- 
proved way to case that soreness 
fast! Just rub on Absorbine Jr.! 


Tired muscles are often fam- 
ished muscles. Your extra effort 
has burned up their nourishment. 
But rub those muscles with 
Absorbine Jr. and you help step 
up your local circulation. Then 
fresh invigorating blood supplies 
fresh nourishment! Your stiff 
muscles loosen up—you feel like 
a different person! 

Ask your druggist today for 
Absorbine Jr.—time-proved for- 
mula of rare medicinal herbs and 
other scientifically chosen ingre- 
dients from many lends. $1.25 
for a bottle. W. F. Young, Inc., 
Lyman House, Montreal. 
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not far from him. I made it my business 
to pass them coming back and Paul was 
on his feet by then, stowing away paper 
and charcoal so that I went home to 
tell Maggie with her stonelike face that 
he had been drawing pictures and no: 
love-trysting. 

“And who said I cared what they were 
doing?” she asked me with her head in 
the air, and, “What's all this about 
Helen?” her grandpop asked behind me, 
making me jump half out of my skin. 
He stood looking at Maggie’s calm face 
and his own was wrinkled with concern. 

“There’s nothing between Paul and 
Helen,” he told her with no patience. 
“T know for a fact Paul would not have 
her if he could!” 

“There is no if about it,” said Maggie 
scornfully, “but I grant you he would 
not have her. With her comes no job 
with a nice fat salary and time off 
whenever he chooses to draw pictures or 
whatever he chooses. He knows which 
side his bread is buttered on.” 

“And what is wrong,” the old man 
demanded, in honest bewilderment, 
“with a man knowing which side his 
bread is buttered on?” 

I had something to say myself and I 
said it. Since the night Paul had spent 
in the cottage Maggie had been caring 
less and less how she looked. Her 
permanent, new at Easter time, was 
only a bit of a roll at the ends of her hair 
and it swinging heavy and straight about 
her face and it without a mite of lipstick 
or powder, and this day she wore her 
last summer’s dungarees and a faded 
shirt. ‘Look at you!” I said, but she 
wouldn’t. 

“What difference does it make?” she 
asked, and her grandpop looked relieved. 

“Sure, she’s a sensible girl,” he said to 
me. “She knows she wasn’t married for 
her pretty face and she doesn’t give a 
hoot.” 

Maggie’s calmness broke into a 
thousand pieces. “Pop,” she fair 
shouted, “and Katy, will you let me 
alone?” 

Her grandpop stared after her as she 
flew up the stairs. “Well, anyway, that 
yellow-headed brat of Briggs’ will soon 
be gone back to college!” 

I was thinking the same myself, but 
things were no better after she’d gone. 
Paul took to driving off in his nice car 
and staying from late afternoon till 
midnight. Twice when I happened to be 
with Maggie when he came home | 
thought he looked at her as if he wished 
she’d ask him where he’d been and drag 
the thing out in the open, maybe, but 
Maggie said never a word, thinking, no 
doubt, that she well knew where. Which 
is what I thought myself but could not 
say, for Maggie would not talk of it nor 
let anyone else. 

This went on ’way into the winter 
until one bitter cold, grey afternoon 
when the slect was dashing against the 
windows and falling onto the streets and 
sidewalks to sheet them with ice, and 
this was the day the old man went to 
bed with the flu. "Twas only a mild 
case, but he was so astounded to find he 
could not stay up and work it off as he 
believed in doing and so angry that the 
place was like a madhouse. Maggie 
stayed by him most of the day, but late 
in the afternoon Anna came to say he’d 
wakened from a nap to find Maggie gone 
and wanted to know where. I went up to 
tell him that she was walking and not 
risking her life with the car on the 
treacherous streets. 

# Continued on page 111 
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Chatelaine, September, 1647 — 101 


THE CORDTEX SUPPORT THAT LIFTS WITHOUT 
SHOULDER STRAP STRAIN 


SF; "S that exclusive Cordtex insert that makes Gothic 
different from any other bra. It looks like a pretty 
design under each bust—but it’s a firm, corded patch 
that puts support underneath the bust instead of from 
the shoulder straps. It’s scientifically constructed to 
provide healthful posture, greater comfort! “Arietta” 
is the bandeau sketched, with Cordtex petal design. 
Insist on Gothic—Be fitted with Gothic. 


You may pay a little more, but you get a feature that 
gives you a new kind of comfort. 


Sold dt Leading Stores. _—— 


anotner Dominiow 


Corset! Creation MLL 





Also from the same well-known house: NUBACK and LELONG Foundations « AERA BACK Foundations by D. & A. and ARIETTA Long-Line Brassieres 
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rom the past... 


@ Your home. . . furnished in Imperial Loyalist ; : : is 
furnished in a living tradition. It is that tradition of yesterday's 
ageless charm, coupled with the quality and durability that is 


Imperial Loyalist. 


Each piece of Imperial 


Loyalist furniture is perfection engineered in 
glowing wood .. . the lasting design of gracious 


living. 


rer, 
LOOK FOR THIS BRAND > 3] \ ON EVERY PIECE 





No more Hush-hush talk about 
FEMININE HYGIENE 


Be modern. From now on let Rendells give 
you the protection and cleanliness you need. 
Made from an approved prescription these 


dainty white suppositories are simple to use, | 


harmless to tissue as purest oils. Swiftly, and 
surely, with antiseptic action, they deodo- 
rize, cleanse and kill all germs on contact. 
Just say ‘Rendells Please” to your druggist 
for a plain-wrapped package of 12. If you 
refer ... fill in the coupon for Nurse Drew’s 
klet and Rendells. 


SEND THIS COUPON 

Nurse Drew, Lymans, Ltd., P.O. Box 1050, 

Place d'Armes, Montreal, P.Q 

[) Please send me copy of the Free Booklet: 
“Personal Hygiene.” 

(0 I enclose $1.00 for full size carton of Rendelis 
and Free Booklet, to be mailed, prepaid, in 
plain wrapper. 

NAME 
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FOR YOUR HOME.. 


COMFORT AND 
CONVENIENCE WITH 
THE LOWEST OF 
ALL FUEL COSTS 


tvingston 
STOKER 


It’s the economical 
luxury. You'll have steady, 
clean heat at low cost. The 
Livingston Stoker requires 
but 10 minutes’ attention in 
24 hours. 


LIVINGSTON STOKER SALES CO. LTD. 


HAMILTON, CANADA 


All Right, 
No Youre 


by 
Adele Saunders 


You always store leftover food either 
in the refrigerator or well covered in a 
cool cellar. 

Food which contains milk, eggs or 
meat is a first-rate breeding place for 
bacteria—the kind of germs which cause 
food poisoning. Experiments show that 
a cream filling for a pie, for example, 
which has sat for 18 hours in a warm 
kitchen, may be teeming with harmful 
bacteria, and if eaten without further 
cooking, may cause nausea and diarrhea 
—the symptoms of food poisoning. 

Germs which contaminate food are 
no respecters of place or person. A short 
time ago 150 people who attended a 
church social were taken ill as a result 
of eating cream puffs. The filling had 
been made the previous night and 
allowed to stand without proper re- 
frigeration until the supper was eaten 
24 hours later. 


You make it a point to send Junior 
from the table if be neglects to wash bis 
bands and face. 

The injury to Junior’s feelings is as 
nothing compared to the possible in- 
jury to his tummy if he mixes germs 
from grubby little hands with his bread 
and butter. Children should be trained 
to be clean in their eating habits. Even 
more important is the scrupulous clean- 
liness of the person preparing food. 
Surface bacteria can be washed off by 
thorough scrubbing with soap and 
water. Unwashed hands have caused 
many bouts of food poisoning. 


You are careful never to cough or 
sneeze over food which you are preparing 
or serving. 

Food can be quickly contaminated by 
bacteria sprayed out in a sneeze or 
cough. If food is cooked or kept in an 
icebox these germs won’t have an oppor- 
tunity to multiply, but if the food is 


| pushed to the back of the stove or left 
| on the kitchen shelf, the bacteria will 


find a perfect breeding place. 


When you or others of your family bave 
a cold you supply disposable tissue rather 
than bandkerchiefs for nose blowing. 

There is no surer way of spreading 
cold germs than by handling a damp, 
soggy handkerchief. It’s much more 
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fm the laundry and start 
with a fresh one. Street 
filth gets into all houses! 


hygienic to use tissue which can be 
burned or flushed away—then followed 
by a thorough hand washing. 

To show how quickly germs can be 
transmitted by handling sodden hand- 
kerchiefs, scientists chose one group‘of 
people who were found to have a 
certain type of throat infection, and 
another group quite trouble-free. The 
first group coughed into handkerchiefs, 
stuffed them in their pockets and then 
proceeded to shake hands with the 
second group. Result: the second group 
caught the germs from the hands of the 
first and in no time at all the bugs found 
their way to throats via hands and 
mouth. 

When giving you a band with the 
dishes, your children complain tbat the 
dishwater is too bot for comfort. 

For proper cleansing of dishes and 
cutlery the water should be too hot to 
immerse your hands. The dish mop 
rather than the dishcloth is a sign of 
good washing technique. Also, a pair 
of tongs is an excellent implement for 
picking out dishes, knives, forks and 
spoons without danger of hand scalding. 

When you drop a dish towel on the 
floor, you put it in the laundry bag and 
replace it with a clean one. 

No matter how good a housekeeper 
you may be, the floors of your house 
are not germproof. Unlike the Chinese, 
we don’t remove our shoes on the 
threshold of our houses. During the day 
the soles of these shoes have trodden in 
some pretty unsanitary spots on city 
streets. When a towel drops to the floor, 
then continues its work as dish drier, it’s 
a fine way for germ to meet dish. 


You avoid touching face or bair while 
you’re handling food. 

And—ycu’re not playing hard-to-get- 
along-with when you check your teen- 
age daughter for rubbing her face o 
twisting her curls while she’s in the 
process of making sandwiches. Head 
scratching is definitely unappetizing too, 
but it’s not as dangerous to food as the 
hand-to-face habit, because of the ever. 
present germs around mouth and nose 
and in even slight skin eruptione. 
Staphylococcus, a germ which causes 
cuts to fester, is also responsible for a 
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Wh at W common type of food poisoning. Open 

sores—whether on face, hands or arms PPE 

a Uy : oman —should never come in contact with IT HA NS IN TWO SECON DS 
( food. Recently a bad epidemic of food 

poisoning was traced to a baker who had 
a boil on his forearm and did not take 


proper precautions to protect-his bread 
and cakes from contact. 


You’re a perfect crank about flies— — Uti ice 
won’t allow a single one in your kitchen. “ Som : 2 We 
A lucky thing for your family! A fly say 
is, without a doubt, one of the filthiest 
creatures on earth. It breeds in manure 


piles, latrines and decaying garbage— 


Within two seconds, each giant drive wheel 
of a locomotive running at high speed makes 
more than 11 complete revolutions! 








a Test shows how fast 
Aspirin disintegrates 
in your stomach! 


And as this glass-of-water 





test proves, within two 


Appearance often deceives. Toi- seconds after you take 


let bowls that seem clean are not 
necessarily so — Sani-Flush en- 
sures fresh, odorless toilet bowls 
because it cleans and disinfects 
them by chemical action . . . re- 
moves both the obvious stains 
and the invisible film that cause 
odors. Just sprinkle Sani-Flush 
into the toilet bowl. 

Cleans in hard or soft water. 
Won’t hurt septic tank systems. 
Sold everywhere. Two handy 
sizes. Made in Canada. Distrib- 


Aspirin, it starts to go 
to work, to bring 


FAST PAIN RELIEF 


When an ordinary headache, neuritic or neuralgic pain is making you 
miserable, use ASP RIN for fast relief. 

As millions know from experience, ASPIRIN is one thing that really 
works quickly . . . it starts to go to work in two seconds! And the reason 
for this amazing speed is that when ASPIRIN is made, three important 











It's a pain in the neck to Junior, 
but could be an ache in the k . 
uted by Harold F. Ritchie & Co., tummy later if he doesn’t wash steps are taken... not just one. 


In addition, ASPIRIN is a single active ingredient that is so gentle 
to the system that it has been used . . . year in 
and year out... by millions of normal people 

. without ill effect! So use ASPIRIN—with 
confidence! 


Ltd., Toronto, 
Ontario. 


his hands before dinnertime. 












then, attracted by the smells of cooking, 
tries to get into your kitchen. If suc- 


Sani-Flush cessful, it crawls over foods—both ex- | ALWAYS ASK 
as creting and vomiting as it absorbs FOR GENUINE 
QUICK nourishment. 
wi 


Flies are cunning about seeking out 
even the smallest hole in screens; they 
will lurk at a door awaiting an oppor- 
tunity to dart in. Be sure that all 
windows and doors are adequately 
screened—and also that breeding places 
near your living quarters are abolished, 
or sprayed with DDT. 


You never allow milk bottles to sit on a ene , FOR A 
your doorstep for any length of time. sore ; 

Milk bottles sitting in the sun are a 
fine rendezvous for flies. They cluster 
around the tops, spreading germs which " 
may contaminate the milk when it is ee j HOSTESS... : 
poured from the bottle. Vi u 

Remember, too, that the bottles have 
to be handled by the delivery man. It 
is impossible for him to keep his hands 
antiseptically clean when he’s on a 
delivery route—especially if he drives 
a horse, handles reins and harness. A 
cloth wrung out in a mild chlorine 
>< gegen tom cons storeap solution (a tablespoonful of javel water 


ee 0 — to a quart of water) will disinfect the 
tops of bottles, yet is not strong enough 
lnstant 
Relief 


to flavor the milk. 
NEVER wait! At first CORNS,SORE 
sign of sore toes from 
tight shoes, protect them 
with Dr. Scholl’s Zino- 


You don’t like mice in the house. 

When mice scamper over kitchen 
tables and shelves they leave droppings 
which contain bacteria harmful to 





7 ae muse humans. All dishes and food should ¢ And how wisely, how easily she keeps her 
forethay can develop. But be well protected against rodents— loveliest of possessions charming, lustrous, 


—if you have corns, cal- 
louses or bunions—Zi 
pads will relieve pain al- 
most like magic. 

Remove Corns, Callouses 
You'll marvel, too, how 
the separate Medications 


especially at summer cottages where 
sometimes they arrive in droves. If you 
find mouse tracks in your kitchen search 
out and block the place where the mice 
are getting in; it may be only a tiny 
knothole, or a broken screen. Although 


glowing in rich silvery beauty 
with the coaxing, gentle, safe 
care of SILVO Liquid Polish. 
The makers of the lovely 1881 


cee aol Get a box there are no definite statistics to prove it, Rogers Tea Service illustra- 
today. Cost but a trifle. BUNIONS doctors suspect that many of the in- 


testinal upsets which plague people at ted recommend Silvo to keep 


WRYa 1G VAT ie leks summer places are caused by ee 


contaminated food and dishes. # 





it shining always. 
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Whipped Cream Desserts 


are so easy 






of 





























































CHILOREN 
LOVE MILK 


IMPROVED with 
NOURISHING 


Vi-TONE 


Irs MORE than a scrumptious 
beverage ... VI-TONE is a food- 
drink ... scientifically blended for 
easy digestion. Helps build sturdy 
bodies, strong bones and teeth. It 
mixes quickly and smoothly with 
milk. For robust health, serve 
VI-TONE regularly . . . hot or cold, 
Your doctor will agree! 


AS 


WW LZ/ 









Philadelphia Refrigerator Cake: Graham crackers, bound 


together with snowy cream cheese and iced with slightly 


sweetened, whipped cream. You'll like it, and the other 


specialties tested for you by Chatelaine Institute Staff. 


AKE the following ingredients: a 

half pint of whipping cream, some 

fresh fruit or any pantry tidbit, 

and just 10 minutes of your time. 

Mix well together and you'll have 
a delicious party dessert. It’s as simple 
as that! 

You'll need to take some care in the 
whipping, of course. Use day-old, well- 
chilled cream and beat only until stiff 
—then stop! Too fresh cream won’t 
whip at all; warm cream tends to “go 
to butter” if you beat it too much. 

Any one of the following recipes can 
be made up quick as wink. Some can 
be stored in the refrigerator overnight; 
others can be assembled between courses 
in almost a matter of seconds. 


Philadelphia Refrigerator Cake 


(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
2 Four-ounce packages of plain 
cream cheese 
2 Tablespoonfuls of milk 
2 Tablespoonfuls of icing sugar 
¥% Cupful of finely chopped nuts 
12 to 14 Graham crackers 
¥% Cupful of whipping cteam 
14 Tablespoonful of icing sugar 
\4 Teaspoonful of true vanilla 
flavoring 


Blend the cheese and milk, and whip 
until light and fluffy. Add the two 
tablespoonfuls of sugar and the nut 
meats. Spread the mixture between the 
crackers, stacking one ontop of the 
other. Place, long side down, oa a 
serving platter, to form a loaf. Whip 
the cream, add the quarter tablespoonful 
of icing sugar and the vanilla, then 
spread this over three sides and the 
ends of the loaf. Chill in the refrigerator 
two or three hours. When serving, slice 
the loaf diagonally. Six to eight servings. 


Apricot Aimond Mousse 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


1 Cupful of stewed, sieved 
apricot pulp 
1g Cupful of sugar 
1% Tablespoonfuls of corn syrup 
1 Teaspoonful of plain, un- 
flavored gelatine 
1 Tablespoonful of cold water 
1 Cupful of w hipping cream 
14 Cupful of icing sugar 
34 Cupful of toasted, slivered 


almonds 
¥4 Teaspoonful of true vanilla 
flavoring 


Turn the temperature control of the 
refrigerator to the lowest point, one half 
hour before starting. Stir the sugar and 
corn syrup into the sieved apricots and 
continue stirring until dissolved. Cool 
and pour into a refrigerator tray and 
freeze until the edges are firm (about 
half an hour). Soften the gelatine in the 
cold water for five minutes, dissolve 
over hot water, then cool. Whip the 
cream until stiff, adding the icing sugar 
gradually toward the end of the beating 
time. Stir in the softcned gelatirc, 
almonds, and flavoring; blend well. 
Spoon the whipped cream miature over 
the partially frozen apricots and freeze 
until firm (about two hours), Six to 
eight servings. 

Grapefruit Bavarian Cream 
(A Chatelaine institute approved recipe) 
114 Tablespoonfuls of plain, un- 
flavored gelatine 
\% Cupfal of cold water 
84 Cuphil of boiling water 
¥% Cupful of sugar 
¥% Cupful of grapefruit juice 
34 Cupful of whipping cream 
34 Cupful of grapefruit sections, 
cut in pieces 





TEETHING! 


Yes, to keep your baby smiling and 
happy, make sure the little system is 
working just right. Avoid troubles at 
teething time by giving Steedman’s 
Powder. This famous English remedy 
gently regulates the little system. 
Keeps baby from being feverish and 
fretful. At your druggist’s. 


Mother praises 
Steedman's — “I 
have 7 children, 
and they have had 
nothing but Steed- 
man's while teeth- 
ing.” 





FREE BOOKLET 


“Hints to Mothers” 
Write John Steedman 
& Co., Dept. A-2,442 
St. Gabriel Street, 
Montreal. 


ge°ST STEEDMA\ DMANS 


oat, wis POWD 
Look for the double EE symbol on the package, 














Washday Aids 


from Chatelaine Institute 


LINE-UP ON LAUNDRY 
Bulletin No. 501, price 10 cents 


How to wash woollens, blankets, 
launder curtains, a man’s shirt, etc. 


WHAT TO DO WITH SPOTS 
AND STAINS 
Bulletin No. 502, price 5 cents 
Full information about the right 
antidote for every type of stain. 
Order from Chatelaine Service 
Bulletin Dept. 
481 University Ave., Toronto, Ont. 





Take the STING Out of 


Tired, Aching Feet 


This New Quick Way 


Rub a few drops of Moone’s Em- 
erald Oil on your tired, aching feet 
and legs tonight. Rub it right in. It 
won't stain nor smart, nor is it 
greasy; so don’t be afraid of it. 

It’s wonderful the way it soothes 
and rests your feet. There’s nothing 
like it to take out the soreness and 
stop the burning. Helps soften up 
callouses and soft corns too. Rub a 
little more on and in fifteen minutes 
you won't know they are the same 
feet. A small bottle of Moone’s 
Emerald Oil lasts a long time. 


Sell Rega! Cerds. Eorn extre 
money. Make up to 46%, clear profit. Sell Canado's 
best valve in beovtiful cards. Everybody buys on 
sight. Sell Regal’s 21 cord feature Christmas cord 
box for $1.00, or Canadian Scenes cards 16 for $1.00. 
Regal’s framed gift pictures of Canadian Scenes at 
$1.00 cre extremely populer. Regal's new Jingle 
Belis edd enchentment te Christmas pockages 
Sell Regal cords ol! yeer round—Handi-Notes 20 for 
$1.00 and All-Occasion Cards 15 for $1.00. Write 
now fer details end catalogue. 

REGAL STATIONERY CO. LTD. Dept. A2 
103 Simcoe St. Teronte, Ontario, or Dept. AZ 
163 W. Hastings St., Vencouver, B.C. 


MAKE 46% CLEAR PROFIT 
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“RUSTY 
WATER? 


Replace Old Pipes with 
COPPER TUBES 


CONSULT your plumbing contractor. 
You will be surprised to learn how 
little it costs to install copper tubes 
that can never rust to discolor the 
water or choke the flow. 

Anaconda Copper Tubes are a 
product of an organization with over 
a hundred years of metallurgical ex- 
perience...and more Anaconda 
Tubes are in service than any other 
kind. Write for our free booklet, 
“Your Enduring Home”, 


rears 


ANACONDA AMERICAN BRASS 
LIMITED 


(Since Headquarters in Canada 
. her awe and es 
(hele Oia end fe Gen ‘939 Dominion Sq. asa We. 


e Now; at home; ley ‘tint telltale gray to 
oe asc x rn htest = to dark- 


. The coloring agent is a@ pure’ 
table derivative e mit iron and copper salts whded tor ast 
action. C ect waving © Lasting—does not 
wash out. rust - Ly it in. One application 
imparts desired co retouch, as new gray 4 
pears. Easy to pro ve on 7 t lock, ¢ of our hair. 
bod 8 $1.50 at druggists, Get BROWN NE now, or 


Write for FREE TEST BOTTLE 


Ment natural color of your hair. Send a post card 
today— wow tong Dow 129, COVINGTON, KY. 








Soften the gelatine in the cold water 
for five minutes; dissolve in boiling 
water. Add the sugar and grapefruit 
juice and chill the mixture until slightly 
thickened. Whip the cream until quite 
stiff. Fold the whipped cream and 
grapefruit pieces into the gelatine. mix- 
ture and turn into moistened individual 
molds; chill until firm. Unmold and 
garnish with additional grapefruit seg- 
ments. Six servings. 


Autumn Medley Pie 


(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


2 Plums, pitted and cut into 
small sections 
1 Pear, cored, peeled and cut 
into small sections 
¥% Cupful of seedless green grapes, 
stemmed 
4 Peaches, pared, pitted, and 
sliced 
\% Cupful of sugar 
¥% Teaspoonful of lemon juice 
1 Drop of almond extract 
84 Cupful of whipping cream 
Baked pie shell 


Combine the fruits with the sugar, 
lemon juice and almond extract. Let 
the mixture stand for one hour; then 
drain off the juices. Whip the cream 
until stiff; fold in the drained fruits, 
then pour the mixture into the baked 
pie shell. Serve immediately. Six 
servings. 


Maraschino Charlotte Russe 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


¥% Cupful of whipping cream 
1 Tablespoonful of icing sugar 
2 Drops of almond extract 
¥% Cupful of chopped maraschino 
cherries 
Lady fingers or white cake 
slivers 


Whip the cream until quite stiff, 
adding the sugar gradually toward the 
end of the beating time. Add the 
flavoring; then gently fold in the 
cherries. Line individual glass sherbets 
with the halved lady fingers or cake 
slivers and fill the centre with the 
whipped cream mixture. Decorate with 
additional cherries. Chill. | Four 
servings. 


Variations 

The whipped cream may be delicately 
tinted either green or peach, with green 
maraschino cherries added instead of red 
ones, 

For a flavor change, add a drop or 
two of peppermint to the whipped 
cream. 

Toasted almonds, sliced pecans or 
Brazil nuts contribute their own special 
charm when folded into the creamy 
mixture. 

If you happen to have chocolate cake 
on hand, try lining the serving dish with 
slivers of that instead of lady fingers. 


Chocolate Macaroon Delight 


(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


¥ Cupful of whipping cream 

\% Cupful of thick chocolate syrup 

34 Cupful of crushed, crisp cookies 
or meringues 


1% Cupful of shredded coconut 


Whip the cream until stiff. Stir in 
the syrup, combine well, then gently 
fold in the remaining ingredients. Chill 
thoroughly. Four servings. 


ALUMINUM GOODS 
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SINCE [898 


“Wear-Ever” 
ALUMINUM (Zooding UTENSILS 


GOOD COOKING is a tradition in 
many families and today’s generation 
is learning why mother and grand- 
mother, too, preferred Wear-Ever 
Aluminum Utensils. 


The young homemaker finds that 
Wear-Ever cooks better because it 
heats evenly and quickly — cleans 
easily — stands hardest service. The 
silvery gleam of beautifully styled 
Wear-Ever also matches any color 
scheme. Wear-Ever can be used for 
any food — any cooking process, 


Aristocrat of he Xitchen! 


“Wear-Ever” 


ALUMINUM Pressre COOKER 
Cooks food in minutes. It’s lighter 
—safer—simpler. Patented Snap-Tite 
Cover cannot be re- 
moved while pressure 
is on. There's no better 


gift. 














Sold by 
Leading Hardware 
and Department Stores 


M-17 


Gta eee 


TORONTO abies PEL Ta had! 
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Shuck corn and remove the tassels; cut the kernels from the 
ears (as described in paragraph 3 of “Freeze It”). Place the 
cut corn in a large kettle and cover with boiling water; quickly 
bring to the boil again, then pack. Count on about four 
medium-sized ears to fill each pint jar with corn kernels. 


Quickly fill clean, warm pint jars with the hot corn. (It’s 
not necessary to sterilize the jars; wash well in hot soapy 
water, then give them a thorough hot rinse. Same treatment 
for tops and metal rings.) Fill to within half inch of the top 
of each jar — a large glass funnel is a real time-saver. 


yA 


Place rubber rings and the tops you've already tested for fit 
on the jars. Partially seal screw and spring-top jars; com- 
pletely seal vacuum type. Place in a rack in your pressure 
canner and process (cook) according to manufacturer’s direc- 
tions. Keep at an even pressure during the processing period. 


~The Corn 


If you have a 


pressure canner, or if your 


neighbor has, 


Add just enough hot corn liquid or boiling water to cover the 
corn in the jars — still leaving the half-inch head space. Add 
one half teaspoonful of salt. Then remove air bubbles by run- 
ning a flat knife round the inside of each jar. Wipe off any 
specks on the jar rims with a damp cloth for a good seal. 


¢ i 
Remove lid of pressure canner—lifting the back of the cover 
first to make a shield from any remaining steam. Remove 
the hot jars and place, an inch apart, on a folded towel to cool; 


keep away from draughts. Store. Remember: always boil home- 
canned vegetables for 10 minutes before tasting or eating. 
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Is Ripe. 


freezing plant locker, or own 


a home freezer. 





Hreeze It! 





Transfer the corn immediately, still in its cheesecloth bag, to 
an ice-water bath and chill as rapidly ‘as possible. Use your 
dishpan or the sink, as illustrated, filled with eold water and 
lots of ice cubes—the larger the bath, the quicker and more 
efficient the chilling will be. Speed is always important. 


‘oe ,} Ss 





Choose young, full ears of freshly picked corn. Shuck a few 
ears at a time; then blanch by placing in a large kettle con- 
taining at least two gallons of rapidly boiling water. Bring to 
a full boil again, then time the blanching period (three to 
four minutes) from the moment a full rolling boil begins. 





Remove the kernels from the chilled ears. Use a very sharp 
knife and be careful not to cut too close to the ear. (You can 
scrape the cobs later and use the scrapings for soup or a corn 
pudding.) Place a piece of wax paper on your cutting board 
to collect all the kernels — makes for easy filling of cartons. 





Fill heavily waxed cylindrical boxes or oblong waxed cartons, 
lined with a treated paper bag, to within half inch of the top 
of the cartons. A cardboard mandril will hold the bag open, 
makes for easy, “clean” filling. Remove the mandril and press 
out the air in the top of the bag as completely as you can. 


Seal with a hot curling iron, or a pressing iron, and close the 
carton—which you labelled ahead of time. Freeze immediately. 
If you’re taking them to your rented locker, place the filled 
cartons in the refrigerator as you pack them and transfer to 
the freezing plant as soon as the last carton is filled and sealed. 
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A Guide to Buying and Cooking 






Use Dry Heat for 
Tender Cuts 


Broil or pan-fry steaks, 
chops and fillets; roast the 
larger cuts. To broil, place 
meat on a rack and expose to 
direct heat. Broil about 10 
minutes on each side for a 
medium-done steak, 1 to 1% 
inches thick. To pan-fry, place 
meat in a hot, lightly greased 
frying pan and cook over 
medium heat. To roast, place 
meat in an open roasting pan, 
without water, and cook in an 
oven preheated to 325 deg. F. 
Allow 22 minutes per pound 
for a medium-done roast; add 
10 minutes per pound for bone- 
less, rolled roasts. Some of the 
less tender cuts illustrated in 
the section below may be roast- 
ed. Serve well-done, allowing 
30 minutes per pound. 


Moist Heat For These 


This means pot roasting and 
braising, to “‘tenderize” the 
meat. To pot roast, melt a little 
fat in a hot pan (iron or heavy 
aluminum), then sear the meat 
on all sides. Add about 34 
cupful of hot water and cover. 
Cook, over low heat or in an 
oven preheated to 300 deg. F., 
until the meat is tender (about 
three hours for a small roast). 
Add more water during cook- 
ing as needed. Braising is 
similar to pot roasting except 
that the meat is first cut into 
individual portions. Brown 
in a heavy pan with a little 
fat, then add 1% cupful of hot 
water. Cover tightly. Cook 
the meat, over low heat or in 
an oven preheated to 300 
deg. F., until tender (2 to 24% 
hours for 1% to 2% pounds). 
Or use dry heat for round rump 
and short rib roasts, cooking 
till well done. 


Stew the Rest 


The tougher cuts should be 
cooked gently in water—never 
boiled. The meat is usually 
cut into small pieces, covered 
with boiling water, then sim- 
mered, with the lid on, over 
low heat for 2 to 2% hours. If 
desired, the meat may be 
browned in a little fat before 
simmering. It can also be 
cooked in a pressure saucepan 
according to the manufac- 
turer’s directions. 

























beet Chart 




































By Jacqueline Roy 
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WING OR 
CLUB STEAK 


PORTERHOUSE 
ROAST 





PORTERHOUSE 


omenee OR T-BONE STEAK 


BUTT 








SIRLOIN 
STEAK 


RIB ROLLED 


RIB ROAST 









SHORT RIBS 






ROUND 
RUMP ROAST 











SQUARE 
RUMP ROAST 


SHORT RIB 
ROAST 








CHUCK ROAST 





ROUND SHOULDER 
ROAST 














BRISKET 






POINT BRISKET BRISKET 










SOUP MEAT 








SPICE 


for Winter Meals 


By the Institute Staff 


REATHES there a house- 

wife who wouldn’t like to 

pick a peck of pickled peppers 

as Peter Piper did, rather 
than sort and cut and stir and 
boil in the traditional way! 

But extra effort or no, most 
good cooks feel that the main 
course lacks something in zest 
unless it goes hand in hand with 
a complementary pickle—whether 
sweet or saucy, crunchy or 
smooth. And some excellent 
pickles can be made without 
cooking. 

Almost any vegetable lends it- 
self to the pickling treatment— 
many a fruit too, as these recipes 
testify. 


Kitchen Garden Pickles 


Chatelaine Institute approved recipe 
2 Quarts of white wine 
vinegar 
1 Quart of water 
3% Cupful of salt 
4 Cupfuls of brown sugar 
20 Grains of saccharine 
1 Tablespoonful of mustard 
seed 
4 Cupful of dry mustard 
4 Tablespoonfuls of turmeric 
powder 
4 Tablespoonfuls of celery 
seed 


{ Teaspoonful of powdered 
alum 


Place the ingredients in a large 
pickling crock and stir until the 
sugar is dissolved. As you pick 
your cucumbers, onions, cauli- 
flower, etc., wash each one, cut into 
pieces and put into the crock. 


Suggested additions: 


4 Cupfuls of sliced cucumbers 

4 Cupfuls of cut string beans 

6 Green peppers, chopped 

4 Cupfuls of cut green 
tomatoes 

4 Cupfuls of cauliflower 
flowerets 


2 Cupfuls of sliced onions 


Irish Chili Sauce 
Chatelaine Institute approved recipe 


24 Large, ripe tomatoes 
2 Green peppers, chopped 
3 Large onions, sliced 
1 Quart of vinegar 
2 Pounds of sugar 
3 Tablespoonfuls of salt 
3 Tablespoonfuls of ginger 
2 Tablespoonfuls of whole 
cloves, tied in a cheese~ 
cloth bag 
1 Tablespoonful of dry 
mustard 


Peel and cut up the tomatoes. 
Drain in a colander, shaking it 
occasionally and pressing the 
tomatoes slightly to drain off some 


of the juice. (Save this juice for 
soups and sauces.) Then place 
the drained tomatoes in a pre- 
serving kettle, add the chopped 
peppers, sliced onions and the 
remaining ingredients. Simmer 
slowly about 24% hours or until 
as thick as desired. Pack in 
sterilized jars. 


Sweet Pickled Peaches 


Chatelaine Institute approved recipe 
1 Pound of brown sugar 

¥ Pint of vinegar 

¥% Ounce of stick cinnamon 
1 Ounce of whole cloves 
2 Quarts of peaches 


Combine the sugar, vinegar and 
cinnamon. Add the cloves tied 
loosely in a spice bag and boil for 
20 minutes. Dip the peaches 
quickly in hot water, rub off the 
fuzz lightly with a towel and drop 
into the boiling syrup, a quart at 
a time. Cook the peaches until 
soft but not mushy. Remove the 
bag of cloves before cooking the 
second quart. Lift the fruit 
carefully into sterilized jars. Fill 
jars to overflowing with the syrup, 
and seal. Makes about three 
pints. 


Tomato and Apple 


Chutney 
Chatelaine Institute approved recipe 


6 Large tomatoes 

6 Apples 

4 Small onions 

1 Green pepper 

1 Cupful of seeded raisins 
1% Cupful of mixed spice 

1 Tablespoonful of salt 

3 Cupfuls of brown sugar 

3% Cupfuls of vinegar 


Chop finely the tomatoes, 
apples, onions, green pepper and 
raisins. Combine and add the 
spices, which have been tied in a 
bag, the salt, sugar and vinegar. 
Boil slowly for about 144 hours, 
or until the mixture is thick. 
Remove the spice bag, turn the 
mixture into sterilized jars and 


Pickled Onions 
Chatelaine Institute approved recipe 


1 Quart of white vinegar 
¥ Teaspoonful of salt 
2 Teaspoonfuls of whole 
pepper corns 
1 Quart of small pickling 
onions, peeled 


Bring the vinegar and season- 
ings to boiling point and remove 
any scum. Put in the onions and 
simmer for 3 minutes or until the 
onions look transparent. Pour 
into sterilized jars and seal. 
Makes 2 pints. 
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MO 
a = wt ; {Dp ME. _ 
You CA™ 


Fue Crown Brand Corn Syrup 
is good for me. Sure, the doctor 
recommends Crown Brand Corn 
Syrup as part of my diet. 
BUT—why tie it down to me? 


How about the way you use 
Crown Brand for wonderfu) bak- 





ing ? For a sweetener? And why i “oe. / i. 
not mention how delicious it is " oe "ae IT: & 
with pancakes, cereals and hot “. ty IZ 4 

f See* he 
waffles? % ~ 


You can't kid me, mom, Crown Brand Corn Syrup is good for 
oll of us! 


For years doctors have recommended 
the use of Crown Brand Corn Syrup as 
a satisfactory carbohydrate acting as a 
milk modifier for bottle-fed infants. 


CROWN BRAND 
CORN SYRUP 


THE CANADA STARCH COMPANY LIMITED —MONTREAL—TORONTO inte 


Use NEW 
Jar Rings 


ae 
SEASON 





In 1946 Viceroy intro- 
duced o new RED rubber 
jor ring. Millions of these 
new rings have been 
used ond their unusual 


sealing qualities yniver- 
sally recognized. 


WV Aleta cle iy gates 
MAKE A POSITIVE SEAL 
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BREAKFAST 





Apple Juice 


Weals of the Month 


SEPTEMBER 


LUNCHEON or SUPPER 


Sliced Bologna 
Mustard Pickles 


Cereal Scalloped Potatoes 
Toast Jam Fresh Fruit Platter 
Coffee Tea Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 
UE Grapefruit Juice Welsh Rarebit on Toast 
i Cereal Head Lettuce 
) | Creamy Eggs Toast Russian Dressing 
| Coffee Tea Lemon Snow 





Chilled Stewed Prunes 
Cereal 
Marmalade 
Tea 


Toast 
Coffee 


3 | 








Tomato Juice 
Grilled Bacon 
Whole-wheat Muffins 

Jelly 
Coffee Cocoa 
Orange Juice 
| Cornflake Waffles 


Syrup 
Coffee Tea 


Stewed Plums 











| Tea Cocoa 
Corn on the Cob 
_ Stuffed Peppers 
(using creamed leftover fish) 
Vanilla Blancmange with 
Tart Jelly 
Tea Cocoa 





Cream of Asparagus Soup 

| Mixed Vegetable Salad 

| Celery Curls 

Plum Sponge 

Tea 
ee 
Hot Potato Salad 
with Sliced Tomatoes 
Graham Rolls 

Chocolate Rennet Custard 

Tea Cocoa 


Lima Bean Casserole 
Celery Curls 


Cocoa 





Cereal Green Pepper Slivers 
Toast Marmalade | Orange, Pear and Grape 
Coffee Tea | Salad 
SUN | | Tea Cocoa 
auiny | Sen eee, ae 
j . Cream of Tomato Soup 
| Cereal with Sliced Peaches | Carrot and Cabbage Slaw on 
pw | Crisp Bacon Lettuce 
rtAD Toast Jam Pickles 
4 Coffee Tea Lemon Layer Cake 


MON | 
0 


Grapefruit Juice 
Cereal 


© | Tenet Jelly Sliced Peaches and Cream 
| Coffee Tea Tea Cocoa 
j ae ee a ae 
TUE . z | Toasted Sardine Sandwiches | 
Vegetable Juice Lettuce Wedges and Grapefruit 
| Cereal | Sections 
| Toast Conserve | French Dressing 
Coffee Tea Chocolate Pudding 
i——__——_ | Cocoa 


Apple Juice 
Scrambled Eggs on Toast 
Wedges 

Jam 
Coffee Tea 


10 
Il 


Sliced Oranges 
Cereal 


Marmalade 
Tea 


Toast 
Coffee 





Tomato Juice 














Tea Fruit Punch _ 





| Creamed Chicken on 
Green Salad Bow! 





Tea 
| Creamy Macaroni and Cheese 
| Garden Salad 
| Carrot Strips 
| Whole-wheat Muffins 
| Fruit Jelly 
| Tea 
| 
j 





Cocoa 





Baked Stuffed Tomatoes 
|} Cucumber and Lettuce Salad 
| Butterscotch Cup Custard 
| Tea Cocoa 
| ncastaepeestiael 
| Cream of Celery Soup 
| Devilled Egg and Green Pepper 


Cereal | Salad 
7 * J | Toasted Scones Jam | Fresh Applesauce 
4 Coffee Tea Gingerbread 
—_ Z S j Tea Cocoa ie 
SAT Orange Juice Cheese Fondue 
3 Cereal | Mixed Vegetable Salad 
Toast Jelly | Celery Curls 
° Coffee Cocoa | Jam Tarts 
ee Tea Cocoa 
SUN Melon Toasted Bacon and Tomato 
wee : Se ches 
Whole-wheat Waffles fal fae 
. Syrup. 7 Vanilla Rennet Custard 
, Coffee Tea | with Maple Sauce 
aa a Tea Cocoa 
. i sdictagall <sneenemamtiatiiee 
MON Orange Juice | Wieners and Rolls 
a | Cereal | Mustard 
Ln | Toast Marmalade | Green Salad 
) Coffee Tea | Grape Sponge Custard Sauce 
e " Cocoa 





Half Grapefruit 


| Cereal 
Toasted Buns 
é Coffee Tea 
ae 
WED | 
| Apple Juice 
—_ Cereal 
j Toast Jelly 
x Coffee Tea 








Cerea! with Sliced Bananas 


Jam 


| Tea 
Cream of Corn Soup 
| Stuffed Tomato Salad 
| Carrot and Green Pepper Sticks 
| Fruit Tapioca 
Tea Cocoa 
| Creamed Salmon on 
Toast Fingers 
Minted Potato Salad 
Celery Hearts 
Cupcakes 
Tea Cocoa 
| Savory Spaghetti 
Tossed Garden Salad 


Poached Eggs Toast | Heed Granges 
Coffee Tea j Mint Garnish 
ma | Cookies 
| Tea _Cocoa _ 


Tomato Juice 
Cereal 
Toasted Scones 


Jam 
Tea 


j Curried Eggs 
| Celery and Turnip Sticks 
| Fruit Cup 


Tea Cocoa 


Radish Roses 
Custard Sauce 


Toast | 


Custard Sauce | 


Raisin Sauce 


Cookies 


DINNER 


Oven-Braised Round Steak 
Cauliflower Buttered Carrots 
Garden Salad Bowl 
Maraschino 
Charlotte Russe 
Coffee Tea 
| Pan-broiled Lake Trout with 

| Parsley Butter 
| New Potatoes 
Hot Spiced Beets 
Deep Peach Pie 
Coffee Tea 
Stuffed Veal Rolls 
Pan-fried Potatoes 
Green Beans 
Citrus Fruit Cup 
| Cookies 
| Coffee Tea 
| Broiled Hamburger Cakes 
| Relish Sauce 
Baked Potatoes 
Acorn Squash 





Baked Apples Doughnuts 
| _ Coffee Se 
Consommé 


Cheese Soufflé 
Green Peas and Onion 
Tossed Salad 
Blueberry Shortcake 
Coffee Tea 
Baked Sausages 
Apple Rings 
Potatoes in Cheese Sauce 
Harvard Beets 
Fresh Plum Batter Pudding 
Coffee Tea 
Fried Chicken 
Milk Gravy 
Mashed Potatoes 
Sweet Corn 
Cantaloupe with Ice Cream 
Coffee Tea 
Tomato Juice 
Liver and Onions 
| Creamed Potatoes 
Fried Vegetable Marrow Rings 
| Fruited Floating Island 
| Coffee Tea 
Onion Soup 
Foamy Omelet 
Parsley Potatoes 
Scalloped Tomatoes 
Apple Crisp with Cream 
Coffee Tea 
Hot Meat Loaf 
Tomato Sauce 
Mashed Potatoes 
Baked Onions 
Plum Betty 
Coffee Tea 
Asparagus Soup 
Cold Meat Loaf 
Mustard Pickles 


Rings 





| Potato Cakes k Succotash 
Hot Gingerbread Foamy Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


i Broiled Fish Fillets 
Cucumber Mayonnaise 
Parsley Potatoes 
Broccoli 
Chilled Lemon Pudding 

Coffee a 
Breaded Veal Cutlets 
| Chili Sauce 
Boiled Potatoes 
Cauliflower 
Baked Apples 
Coffee 


Cream 
Tea 
Short Ribs of Beef 
Browned Potatoes 
Baked Summer Squash 
| Autumn Medley Pie 
| Coffee Tea 





Consommé 
Cold Roast Beef 


Pan-fried Potatoes Peas 
Peach Shortcake 
Coffee Tea 


Boiled Fresh Salmon 
Egg Sauce 
Parsley Potato Balls 
Spinach 
Chocolate Bread Pudding 
Coffee Tea 


Veal Stew 
Dumplings Mashed Turnip 
Sliced Tomatoes 
Maple Spanish Cream 
Coffee Tea 


| Braised Oxtail 
Mashed Potatoes 
| Braised 


Carrots and Onions 
Apple Pan Dowdy 
Coffee Tea 


Squash stuffed with 
Harvard Beets 

Parsley Potatoes 

| String Beans 

| Baked Lemon Soufflé 
Coffee Tea 


Pepper 














Ses et ome coe ee. a ee 


Boat Salad 


salmon or shrimps (cleaned and diced), 
1 teaspoonful salt and 44 cupful real 
mayonnaise. Fill cucumbers with this 
Use a toothpick and piece of 
cabbage leaf to make a sail and fasten 
on each “boat.” Garnish with endive 
and tomato slices, Six servings. 


Cucumber 


Wash 3 large cucumbers and cut in half 
lengthwise. Scrape pulp from centre to 
form a boat, then dice the pulp and 
drain well in sieve, pressing gently. 
Combine % cupful diced celery, 4 
cupful diced green pepper, 2 teaspoon- 
fuls minced onion, 1 cupful cooked 


mixture. 


RAE SEANAD RE ERIM IE GIP DH 


BREAKFAST DINNER 


LUNCHEON or SUPPER 





Orange Juice Tomato Rarebit Beef and Kidney Pie 


 ] Cereal Waldorf Salad Boiled Potatoes 

d Toast Marmalade _ Bran Muffins Brussels Sprouts 
om Coffee Cocoa Tea Cocoa | Pear Upside-Down Cake 
eS } Coffee Tea 





| Roast Lamb Mint Jelly 


Half Grapefruit Assorted Sandwiches } Scalloped Potatoes 


Cerea! 5 Relishes Ginger Carrots 
| | Small! Sausages and Bacon Fresh Pear, Cream Cheese and 7 lee Cream r 
head Coffee Tea Grape Salad Fresh Fruit Sauce 


is Tea . Cocoa | Coffee Tea 
Pork and Beans 
Tomato Ketchup j 
Sliced Cucumber and Onions | 
Whole-wheat Muffins! 
Lemon Meringue Tarts 
Tea Cocoa 
Baked Stuffed Peppers 
Sardines on Toast 





Cold Sliced Lamb 
Hashed Browned Potatoes 
Candied Parsnips 
| Peaches Chocolate Cake 
Coffee Tea 


Orange Sections 
Scrambled Eggs 


: Toast 
Coffee Tea 


Cream of Pea Soup 


Vegetable Juice Hot Devilled Eggs 


| 
_ 
| 
| 





‘ Cereal Lemon Wedge stard Sauce 
» ] Toast Conserve Sliced Tomato Salad Raw wed tee Beets 
me Coffee Tea : _ Swedish Tea Ring ; | Baked Pears 
Seer ee Tea Cocoa Coffee Tea 
r Cream of Potato Soup area 
/ : Swiss Ste: 
W ED Apple Juice Jellied Vegetable Mold een Pot as 
¢ Cereal on Lettuce Buttered Onions 
/ Toast. Marmalade Cheese Biscuits Chocolate Cupcakes 
fi Coffee Cocoa Tee resh Fruit “ee i Foamy Sauce 
THU Me : oe ice a oCus Coffee Tea 
. | Je y ( dre et —_— ~ ——— 
, Tomato Juice Chopped Lettuce and Carrot Liver and Bacon 
w Cereal Salad Creamed Potatoes 
oF. Toasted Muffins Jam Stewed Apples Vegetable Marrow 
J oD Coffee Tea , Oatmeal Cookies ; Lime Snow 
| om 2s Tea Cocoa Coffee Tea 
} Casserole of Macaroni 
Stewed Apricots and Cheese Pan-fried Fillet of Flounder 


Cereal Lettuce French Dressing Paisley Potatoes 





Toast Jelly Broiled Grapefruit Stewed Tomatoes 
Coffee ea Toasted Raisin Bread Baked Grape Juice Pudding 
i mere Rs Tea Cocoa Coffee Tea 
SAT “rez r Stuffed Beef Rolls 
Orange Juice Cream of Vegetable Soup eo ee 
men Prana — Egg and Potato Salad Tomato Ketchup 
) / Syrup | Brown Finger Rolls Boiled I oe oe 
aie * | Chilled Mel wom! “ lancmange 
,é 4 Coffee Tea - Tea seoese ouehoat Apricot Nut Sauce 
. ie Coffee Tea 








Baked Ham Slice 


Creamed Corn and Hot Mustard Sauce 


Orange and Grapefruit Sections 


Cereal Green Peppers on Toast : ~ 

“ . ; . Grilled Lamb Chops 

° 0 Poached Eggs on Toast - Mixed Greens lage ae : 
Coffee Tea Fruit Platter Spice Cake | Mashed Potatoes Beets | 


a , » » Pie 
Tea Conon Le mon Meringue Pic 
: Coffee 


Tea 


Tomato Juice | Toasted Pimento Cheese Grilled Steak and Onions 











Cereal Sandwich | Scalloped Potatoes 
* ( Toast, Marmalade | “of Lettuce Salad _ Spinach 
Coffee Tea Applesauce _ Cookies Grapefruit Bavaria Cream 
lea Cocoa Coffee Tea 
Celery in Parsley Sauce Tomato pe 
TUE Apple Juice on Toast Sections Baked Mackerel 
. Cereal Radishes Carrot Fingers | Raw-fried Potatoes e 
Toast Plum Conserve Chocolate Ice Crez beams i 
eee — — ice Cream Sliced Cucumbers 
e © ookies | Pumpkin Cup Custards 
| Tea Cocoa Coffee Tea 
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= COPPER 
iF Eavestroughs 


f cost less 
~ in the end 


% " 


OTHING you own today is as 
pecree as your home. If you 
now have copper valleys and flashings, 
copper eavestroughs and downspouts, 
you can be thankful. 

But, if your sheet metal work is 
rusted out and leaky, it may cause 
serious damage to your home. By all 
means, replace it now with 16 ounce 
Anaconda Copper ... and forget about 

. rust. Your sheet metal contractor can 
show you how the extra cost of copper 
will be repaid many times in upkeep 
savings. Write for our free Booklet, 
“Your Enduring Home”, 


nia 


ANACONDA AMERICAN BRASS 
LIMITED 


(Since 1922 Headquarters in Canada 
for Copper and Brass) 


Main Office and Plant: Montreal Office: 
New Toronto, Ont. 939 Dominion Sq. Bldg. 
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Portrait of My Love 


Continued from page 100 


“Though Mr. Paul took his car this 
morning,” I said a bit sourly, for I’d 
taken it on myself to telephone on the 
sly when he hadn’t come home to lunch, 
what with the driving so dangerous, only 
to have the girl tell me that Mr. 
Brantley was out of town and was there 
any message. 

“I’m not worrying about him,” said 
the old man. “If he’s fool enough to get 
himself killed she can get another one.” 

“Well, and I wouldn’t be worrying 
about her either,” I said. “Likely 
enough she’s only walked down to the 
bridge to see Hank and I’m thinking she 
considers him her best friend.” 

“*And well he might be,” said he with 
his eyes closed. “I’ve certainly paid 
him enough for being so patient and 
good to her, with a big cheque for every 
time he kept her from drowning, besides 
the others at Christmas.” 


THERE WAS absolutely no sound, and 
I don’t know what made me look 
around. | never saw such a place for 
people to come up behind and be listen- 
ing, for there was Maggie, back a ways 
and beyond the old man’s line of vision. 
She leaned against the corridor wall as if 
somebody had kicked her in the 
stomach. 
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“But he wasn’t just my best friend,” 
she whispered when I went to her. “He 
was my only one!” : pe 

“Now that’s a wicked thing to be p> Now fruits and vegetables are at their prime. They’re both perfect 
saying,” I told her, and indeed it was, in flavour and low in price. Now is the time to do home canning 
for we all loved her, but she would not economically. 
listen and kept walking down the 
carpeted stairs and I could not make 
much of a fuss for fear of stirring her 


MAKES THE FEAST grandpop up again. She walked on out 


rally of the side door and to the garage and I 
Pn could not stop her and not knowing what 


— 
ay to do I went to Mrs. Bannon. 


With a National Pressure Cooker you’re able to can all non-acid 
fruits and vegetables in one-quarter the time required by old methods. 
And, you can use sealers or cans! Perfect home canning is simple 
and easy with the National Pressure Cooker. The 85-page book, 
“Modern Guide to Home Canning”, included with every National 
Cooker, is a complete canning manual. Lots of pictures show every 
step in canning. Dozens of new recipes, too. 


Food Authorities, Home Economists, and Department of Agriculture 
Officials all agree PRESSURE cooking is the only safe method for 
Home Canning. 


What she heard was a mortal blow to 
her and her being twisted inside the 
way she is.” 

“*She needs a spanking,” Mrs. Bannon 
said, and grabbed her coat and scarf. I 
grabbed my own and followed after her, 
and we stood in the middle of the 
driveway and would not budge and results are always the same 
Maggie had to stop. Mrs. Bannon would 
not waste breath arguing with her; she 
climbed into the back seat and pulled 


—overwhelming success”. \ 
me after her. " \\ \ 
“Now if you break your neck you'll Ss 
likely break ours too,” she said, “but 


AFFIC/ ee ke dee wid Maggie. “I Pressure Cooker S ea 
a b 4 - 


“She’s getting the car out and it’s as 
much as her life is worth the way she 
drives,” | wept. ‘“‘Not that she cares. 

ea) 

MAKES THE , 

MEAL 


Madame Jehane Benoit, 
famous cooking expert, 
says: ““No matter what I may 
be canning—fruit, vege- 
tables, poultry, fish—the 











| know you are paid well, but it doesn’t 
cover anything like this. Go back and 
tell Pop you did your best and I promise 
you he will do nothing.” 

“Your grandfather knows nothing 
about it, being a sick man, and we 
aren’t being paid at all for we’re quittin t 
this saiemtns” oui Mrs. Bannon." There. very first canning effort. 
fore we are not taking orders from you Model 5 Capacity: 5 quart 
and we are staying in this car as long as or 7 pint sealers 
you do.” 

Maggie stared at her. “Listen,” she 








SS 


ovens 


ca 


The National Pressure Cooker is 
completely equipped with canning 
basket, rack and insert pans. All 
dealers in housewares have this 
amazing cooker in stock. Get yours 
to-day. You'll be delighted with your 
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- . “1. 667? ; aT Oo th ee eee men ene ree cee ee Se Se eS ee ne ee Se ee eee ee cee ee men cement ee ee ee 
said angrily, I'm only SUE Cuts , National Pressure Cooker Company ‘Canada) Limited, 
Dept. 12, Wallaceburg, Ontarin. 


Please send me your folder describing the National Pressure Cooker. 


cottage. I want to be alone for a while, 
I’ll be back in the morning.” 


Uy | 

Oop Y “Then that is when we will be back 

7 Ay 7, | also,” I said, getting into the spirit of 
% 


Name .ccccccccccccseccceesessesseseseseessessssssssss sees ees se sess SOO OSSOOSSeesseseee 


lh Yy I i OOS ESE SESESSEESO EEE SESESESE SEE EEE OSES SEES EEE EEEES eee ee eeeeeeeseseseeseeeeee 
ge GY the thing, and Maggie transferred her Street 
* Y Be Oi SNE Ova SOE RD UTTAR IER es Bese er bee eg tS pe ae 
a3 4 Town. .ceccecccscccecsecccces ‘anecee cesccese Wie eccloseneseediacecce eee 
NOTH PRODUCT Y : : : 
posict Va aMa¢ ~~ WE ld lips closed and after a minute Maggie nn a anabeenieninnehemiameemanmmniemimenmmimmmnndentaiaaammamiimaeerteedd 
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Gor-ray ZWOWZERS for you, fitting snugly to 
your waist-line and ridding hips of unnecessary 
placket-bulge. No zips to go off the rails— 
just the unobtrusive ZWOW fastening, two 


pockets and perfect English tailoring from Bond 







vy GOR-RAY 


Registered 








°|ZB.T. protects ‘Bill against 
“ACID-MOISTURE” 


DON’T BE 
HALF-SAFE! 


ARE YOU ONLY HALF-SAFE? 


Does YOUR deodorant 
really kill odor instantly, 
safely, surely —stop perspi- 
ration? Or are you gam- 
&« bling with your popularity? 






Some deodorants rot fab- 
fics, others do not stop the 
Perspiration which stains 
clothes. Do you risk spoil- 
ing a favorite dress? 


| Wow Bill's no longer a cry baby! -And Bill 
| will hold that sunny smile! He’s happy—and 
| comfortable! With Z.B.T. Baby Powder, his 
delicate baby skin is protected fzom the sting- 
ing, smarting discomfort of “acid-moisture.” 


Z.B.T. resists “acid-mois- 
| ture” better. Z.B.T. helps Z B T. 
diapers slide, not stick. * ete 
The Baby Powder made 
with Olive Oil! 


BOIL MISERY RELIEVED 
by the MOIST HEAT of 
ANTIPHLOGISTINE 


sas ba . BOILS The moist heat of an 

2. Arrid is really safe for clothes grease: ANTIPHLOGISTINE 
less, stainless. Stops perspiration, so pre- SPRAIN, BRUISE poultice helps to relieve the 
vents stains and odor on clothes. pain, swelling and soreness 
SORE MUSCLES of « boil... and bring it to 


head. 
, ANTIPHLOGISTINE 
CHARLEY HORSE should be applied as a poul- 
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Some deodorants may seri- 
‘eg ously irritate underarm 
skin. Are you taking 
chances? Is YOUR deodorant 
gentle, antiseptic, safe? 


BE ARRID-SAFE 
Get this 3-way protection 


1. Arrid really protects you from offending. 
Kills perspiration odor instantly, safely, 
surely, and keeps you safe by antiseptic 
action. 





3. Arrid is really safe for your skin. A pure, 
white, stainless vanishing cream. Does not 


irritate. More nurses use Arrid than any tice just hot enough to be 
other deodorant. CHEST COLD comfortable. Then’ feel its 
SORE THROAT moist heat go right to 

Don't be half-scfe. Be Arrid safe. ae ae et eens 

Use Arrid—to be sure! 15¢, 39¢, 59¢ BRONCHIAL Does oad fecle good , 4 


IRRITATION several hours. 


The moist heat of an ANTIPHLOGISTINE 


poultice also relieves pain and reduces swelling 
due to a simple sprain, bruise and charley 
horse ... and relieves cough, tightness of chest 
muscle, soreness due to chest cold, bronchial 
irritation and simple sore throat. Get ANTI- 
PeOCISTING (Aunty Flo) at any drug store 


NO OTHER deodorant 
STOPS PERSPIRATION and ODOR 
so COMPLETELY yet so SAFELY 





set her own. “Okay!” said she, and 
drove out of the yard. 

She’d had the sense to take the big 
car, but even so I shall have nightmares 
about that ride till my dying day. More 
than once I wailed aloud as we pro- 
ceeded sideways along the highway for 
yards at the time, though Maggie, out of 
pity, no doubt, crept along at a snail’s 
pace. It was black dark when we drove 
into the back yard at the bay shore and 
Maggie said she'd let the car sit by the 
door till we’d had some coffee. 

“At least | hope there’s some,” she 
said. “This place hasn’t been used since 
spring, you know. You'll likely not get 
any supper and the house will be like an 
icebox and you'll catch your deaths.” 
She unlocked the back door with the 
key from the ledge above the door and 
switched on the kitchen light. “Will 
you tell me something?” She looked at 
Mrs. Bannon. “Why did you come?” 

“Because I loved your mother,” said 
she, amazingly, “and she’d want me to 
look after you even if I didn’t love you 
myself.” 

“But you don’t,” Maggie said stub- 
bornly. “At least you’ve never shown 
-” 

“And how would you go about show- 
ing affection to a cactus?” Mrs.Bannon 
demanded. There being no answer to 
that, Maggie argued from another angle. 

“You said my mother—a fat lot my 
mother cared about me. She cared for 
nobody but herself.” 

“And how do you think she got 
killed, traipsing through the snow with 
a deer rifle, she that hated snow and 
was frightened of guns?” gaid Mrs. 
Bannon. “She loved you next to your 
father, and she couldn’t love you more 
for she was the sort of woman to give her 
heart to a man, and your jealous old 
grandfather always knew it.” 

“Are you trying to tell me that my 
mother was in love with my father?” 
Maggie asked, unbelieving, and I was 
as surprised as she, but there was 
something else bothering me so that I 
did not stand staring. In the first place, 
the house was not cold with the coldness 
that comes of being long closed in the 
winter; it was chilly but not dank, and 
the electric heater in the breakfast room 
felt warm to my touch. In the second 
place there was a most peculiar noise 
that kept puzzling me, a sort of rumbling 
and grinding beneath the roar of the 
wind and sleet. I knew the bay should be 
silent beneath its blanket of ice, and I 
walked through the dark living room to 
the front door and opened it to look and 
shrieked like a banshee at what I saw. 

“Holy St. Patrick, will you come and 
look!” I wailed and they came running 
and stopped in amazement. Though 
there was no light but its own to see it by 
it was plainly there—a wall of ice tower- 
ing almost to the cottage roof and so 
near we could have touched it from the 
porch. The inshore wind had blown the 
ice off the bay right onto the front lawn 
and it was still moving onto the house. 

Maggie slammed the door and 
switched on the light the better to 
quiet my fears. “We will get out,” she 
said. “It won’t hit the house for a while 
yet and then with no force except its 
weight. It’s moving slowly—” she 
stopped and grabbed my arm. “Katy, 
look!” 


“SAINTS PRESERVE US,” I yelled, 

“and now what?” But it was only a 

picture and not frightening at all, being 

a picture of Maggie herself and painted 
# Continued on page 115 


Ronnie and Ralph 
are always quarreling! 


"Gea borctarees 
of play-things,”’ 
weal onadied 
mother, “‘but they 
continually argue! 
They both want a 
certain toy so they 
come squabbling to 
JANET POWER _—me and, of course, 
_Prectical peychologist ond, COYS get mie : 
ater of Rives of Go tnd of these ‘spats. Re 

ee eee heae are sued 
in other ways, but this bickering has become 
serious—they are getting WORSE about 
sharing, instead of better.” 

You're right, mother! It és important 
that the boys SHARE their toys and learn 
fair play ond ensdbieann ... and it is OUR 
responsibility to teach these lessons. 


First, straighten out ownership difficul- 
ties. Ronnie and Ralph should feel that 
toys belong to BOTH OF THEM. Point out 
that Daddy and Mummy both own the 
radio or the house, just as they both own 
the toys. This should help them to say 
‘ours’ more frequently and ‘MINE’ a little 
less. When a new toy is added to their 
collection, give it to BOTH. Address birth- 
day and Christmas gifts ‘To Ralph and 
Ronnie’ or ‘For Ronnie and Ralph.’ If 
there is one particular toy that causes con- 
tinual trouble—take it away for a while. 
This will show the boys they must SHARE 
toys or LOSE them! Ronnie and Ralph will 
discover that playing pleasantly is more fun! 


Next, show your boys fair play—how to 
take turns with their toys like Mummy and 
Daddy do with books, or the evening 
ee In any game each player has a turn 
at being ‘it’ or ‘going up to bat.” Perhaps 
Ronnie could have first choice of toys in 
the morning, then Ralph second. In the 
afternoon reverse the order—give Ralph 
first choice, Ronnie second. 


Of course this needs your patience and 
good-nature, Mother! Don’t underestimate 
the importance of these lessons for your 
boys—fair play, justice and unselfishness 
are sadly lacking in the world today. Ralph 
and Ronnie will grow up happier, better 
citizens if you teach them to SHARE while 
they are young. 


Hooray for Breakfast! 


Happy _—s children start the day right 
.. . with a pleasant breakfast! Get them 
Kellogg's Rice Krispies and watch them 
stop fussing over their cereal. Children 
LOVE to hear the merry Snap-Crackle-Po 

when you pour on milk or cream—they'll 
ask for more! ‘Rice Krispies’ is a registered 
trademark of the Kellogg Company of 
Canada for its brand of oven-popped rice. 


Sut vr 


THE MOTHERS’ FORUM 


Kellogg's want to share with others the solu- 
tions you mothers have found for your own 
children's problems. Have you an interesting 
story? If so write to Mothers’ Forum, Box 
CH-31, London, Ontario. Kellogg's will pay 
$5.00 for each letter used in this column. 





































“She enjoys having her hairbrushed” 
writes Mrs, G. M. Hill 


“Our daughter was very unwilling when 
hair-brushing time came every morning. 
But we've overcome that with simple 
arithmetic! Now she watches me brush 
my hair, and helps me count aloud to one 
hundred strokes. Then it’s her turn! She 
helps me count and brush der hair—so 
her hair is shining and well-groomed. 
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When baby’s crankiness means 


Child 
Health 
Clinic 


The School Years 


By Elizabeth 
Chant Rebertson. M.D. 


ETWEEN five and 10 years a 

child’s rate of growth increases a 

little, and most youngsters add on 

about five pounds in weight and 

two inches in height each year. 
Some time between 10 and 14 years of 
age, the girls begin to grow very rapidly; 
in other words, they show their adoles- 
cent spurt of growth. Girls that are 
tall and also broad across the hips 
usually have this period of rapid growth 
early and they also mature at about the 
same time. They grow surprisingly 
rapidly for one or two years, and from 
then on, add little more to their height 
and weight. Often they are not very 
energetic during their rapid growth. 
Although they should have a moderate 
amount of exercise in order to keep their 
developing muscles in reasonable shape, 
mothers would be wise to let them take 
things easy on the whole. 

The small slender girls are the ones 
that are apt to have their spurt of 
growth late—often in their fourteenth 
year, and it is never as great as in the 
girls who entered this period early. 
These slow-growing girls may not ma- 
ture until their fifteenth year or later. 
Sometimes they are discouraged by their 
small size and their lack of development 
as compared with their larger and more 
developed classmates. They can be 
assured that they are perfectly normal 
and the chances are that they will 
finally outstrip their originally larger 
friends. A physician can judge this more 
accurately by examining the youngster, 
and if necessary taking X-ray plates 
of her wrists and ankles. These early- 


growing and late-growing girls consti- 
tute the extremes and there are varia- 
tions all the way between them. The 
average girl grows most quickly in her 
thirteenth year and the average age at 
which she matures is thirteen and a half. 


Boys Have Later Development. In 
boys the adolescent spurt of growth 
occurs about two years later than in the 
girls. It usually comes on somewhere 
between 12 and 17 years of age. The 
boys that enter this period early often 
grow at a phenomenal rate for a year or 
so. Those that enter it late, do not 
grow as rapidly although their final 
height may be greater. The average boy 
grows most rapidly in his fifteenth year. 
Around the age of 13 many girls are 
taller than most boys of that age and 
that is to be expected. Once the boys 
start growing rapidly they soon overtake 
the girls in height. 

If you happened to go into a grade 1 
class in a public school, where all 
the children were approximately six 
years old, you would notice that the 
boys were pretty much the same 
height and the girls also did not vary 
among themselves very much. In a 
grade 8 class, however, there would be 
a tremendous range of heights. This 
is because some of the youngsters have 
passed through their spurt of growth and 
the others have not. If you were to drop 
into the last form in a high school you 
would see less variation in height be- 
cause all of the pupils have passed 
through their peaks of growth. 

Food and Sleep Requirements. 

While a child is growing rapidly he 
or she needs more of the best kinds of 
foods than at any time previously. In 
fact a fast-growing, active adolescent 





“Childhood Constipation” 





“it’s the laxative made especially for infants 


“IS and children.” 
WAZ 
HEN your child is cross 
and that crankiness comes 
from “Childhood Constipation” 
- . « the wise thing to do is 
this: 


Give her Castoria. It’s so 
gentle and safe, yet it works 
thoroughly and effectively. It 
won’t upset her sensitive digest- 
ive system. 


Unlike adult laxatives — 
which may be too harsh — 
Castoria is especially made for 
children. It contains no harsh 
drugs, and will not cause griping 
or discomfort. 


CASTORIA 


The SAFE laxative 
made especially for children 


And Castoria has such a 
pleasing taste that children really 
love it. They take it gladly, 
without forcing. 


Get Castoria at your neigh- 
borhood drugstore today. Be 
sure to ask for the laxative made 
especially for children. 
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J LIKE REGULAR NRS 
THEYRE EFFECTIVE 
AND PLEASING! 















1 NEED AN EXTRA 
MILD LAXATIVE 
ILIKE NR JUNIORS! 
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ALL-VEGETABLE LAXATIVE 
EFFECTIVE AND. PLEASING 


When wastes clog your system you feel 
tired, headachey, half alive. For effec- 
tive relief, get NR Tablets, an all- 
vegetable laxative with a thorough, 
pleasing action. 


If you are very sensitive to laxatives, the 
extra-mild NR Juniors are just made for 
you. NR Juniors are the same, effective 
formula as Regular NR, but are made 
one third the amount. You will like the 
thorough, pleasing action of NR... it 
does not weaken or make you feel wash- 
ed out. Take NR tonight, see how much 
brighter and better you feel in the morn- 
ing. NR (Nature’s Remedy) is sold at 
all drug counters. Chocolate coated 
or plain. 
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boy needs more total food or calories 
than his father unless the man is doing 
very heavy work. It is especially 
important to provide generous amounts 
of milk, eggs, meat, fruits and vegetables 
for boys and girls of this age group. It 
is well to remember, too, that sweet and 
white starchy products such as white 
bread and cake are not as nutritious 
as whole wheat, dark rye or rolled oats 
products. 

These children also need plenty of 
sleep. This is more difficult to manage 
as they are interested in so many differ- 
ent activities and their homework is 
often considerable. It is best to in- 
stitute a system whereby late nights are 
allowed only at the end of the week when 
the youngsters are able to sleep in the 
next day. Also two late nights in 
succession should be frowned upon. 
Of course exceptions will probably have 
to be made occasionally, but most 
youngsters will abide by the rules if they 
understand that it is their present and 
future health that is being safeguarded. 

The fact that so many Canadian boys 
were found unfit for military service and 
that tuberculosis shows a 100% increase 
from 14 to 19 years over that in the 
preceding five-year period certainly sug- 
gests that our adolescent boys and girls 
are not leading very healthy lives. 


How to Follow Your Children’s 
Growth After Two Years of Age. 
You should remember that if your child 
is slender or narrow you should not 
expect him to weigh as much for his 
height as an average or broad-built 
youngster. Most of the tables available 
give only one average weight for each 
height and age. Therefore they are not 
very useful. Every six months you 
should weigh and measure your children. 
It is best to remove their shoes and 
all their clothes except their thin under- 
wear before doing so. Until they have 
stopped growing, they should show a 
gain in both height and weight at each 
measurement. If possible they should 
also be examined twice a year by your 
physician. In healthy teen-age children 
this interval is sometimes increased to 
a year. 


Your Question Box 


Question—My baby is 8% months 
old and looks very healthy, but I have 
one trouble with him. Every time I feed 
him solid food everything goes down and 
then when I give him his bottle of milk 
he throws it up. I wonder if you could 
tell me what is wrong with him. The 
milk is always boiled. The baby weighs 
23 pounds, 8 ounces. When I ask the 
doctor at the clinic he tells me there is 
nothing to worry about.—Mrs. J. B., 
Manitoba. 

Answer—Y our child is certainly well 
up to weight for his age and it does not 
sound as if there was anything much the 
matter with him. I would suggest that 
you use a fair amount of his bottle to 
mix with his solid food, as you say it is 
easier to get him to keep down solid food 
than milk alone. 

Also I would not urge him to take 
more of the bottle than he wants. That 
is, don’t coax him to finish it. But I 
am sure that your doctor at the clinic 
can judge far better than I can, at this 
distance, the condition of your baby and 
I would certainly follow his advice to 
the letter if I were you. @ 







































“Heaven send me patience!” 


“Why does Bobby’s mother go on makin’ 
him drink all his milk when she knows per- 
fec’ly well how all kids go for rennet-cystard 
desserts? Thank goodness my mommy gives 
me rennet-custards, ’cause I love ’em!” 

Rennet-custards are all milk, and they’re 
fun to eat with a spoon when children tire 
of drinking milk. And the rennet enzyme 
makes rennet-custards even easier to digest 
than plain milk. Why not serve a tempting, 
tasty rennet-custard dessert tonight? The 
whole family will enjoy it! 

Make rennet-custards with either 
“Junket’”? Brand Rennet Talets—not 
sweetened or flavored—add sugar and fla- 
vor to taste; or ““Junket” Rennet Powder 
—six popular flavors, already sweetened. 
Both at all grocers. Write “Junket” Brand 
Foods, Division of Chr. Hansen’s Labora- 
tory, Dept. M-4, Toronto, Canada, for free 
sample of “Junket” Rennet Tablets. 

















worth WAITING we 
” Freezing 
JUNKET ~ 
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“JUNKET” is the trade-mark of Chr. Hansen's 
Laboratory, Inc., for its rennet and other food 
products, and is registered in Canada and U. 8. 
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is PERFECT 


for BABY’S NURSING BOTTLE 


WOE PHOOFCHL-PRog oy: 


Pyrex Nursing Bottles do 
not break from temperature 
shock. They’re boil-proof 
.. chill-proof. Pyrex Nursing 
Bottles are the best Nursing 
Bottles at any price. 


PYREX 


ex NURSING BOTTLES 


Replacement guaranteed if 
broken by temperature shock within 2 
years from date of purchase. 
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Portrait of My Love 


Continued from page 112 


with a gentle hand. There was more than 
one, the walls and chairs and table being 
covered with them, some finished and 
some just sketches, some landscapes and 
other things but mostly Maggie, but 
*twas the big canvas that drew her. 
There she stood on the bridge, with the 
brown of the river below her and the 
green of the trees along the farther edge 
and all the soft colors of late summer 
around but none so beautiful as herself 
in her dungarees with the breeze lifting 
her hair a bit and the sunlight slanting 
across her tanned cheek. Her dark eyes 
looked out from the canvas in the asking 
way that caught at your heartstrings 
and there was a beauty and tenderness 
about the generous mouth and a grace 
about the slight figure that made me 
forget about the ice jam. I stared at the 
portrait and then at Maggie, wondering 
why I could not have seen for myself, 
before now, what Paul had seen. 

There was the charcoal sketch on a 
chair of Maggie on the bridge with her 
back ‘turned, and many another scat- 
tered around. Maggie picked up the first. 

“The picture he was drawing that 
day,” she whispered. “And this is 
where he’s been spending all those hours 
away from me!” She put out her hand 
and touched the edge of the easel won- 
deringly. “He said he’d not paint me to 
look like them, and ’twas this he meant. 
And Katy, see what he calls it!” 

The title was on the canvas, as if Paul 
meant it to be a part of the picture itself, 
and it was “My Love.” I turned to 
speak to Mrs. Bannon but she was not 
there, she was beckoning to me from 
the kitchen. 

“His car is in the garage,” she said, 
“he can’t be far away.”” And indeed he 
wasn’t for he opened the door at that 
minute. He looked a bit surprised but 
said nothing to us, his words being for 
Maggie who came walking in from the 
living room. 

“I was out seeing if any of the cottag- 
ers needed help,” he said. “You know a 
lot of people are living out here this 
winter, having nowhere else to live, and 
some of the cottages have been tipped 
over and some crushed as they stood by 
the ice. I suppose there was mention of 
it on the radio?” he said with that bitter 


Commentary on Death 


Continued from page 87 


not be noticed, and where cops weren’t 
too plentiful. The peddlers just strolled 
up one at a time and got their orders 
from the car. If anyone got curious, 
there was nothing in the car but a few 
boxes of radio tubes.” 

“How do you suppose Iris got on to 
it?” Dick wondered. 

Bellamy shook his head sadly. “ Partly 
Archer’s carelessness, partly her own 
curiosity. Once or twice he either had to 
make up an item or to change the 
address so as to get into a quiet street. 
Iris was the sort of girl who’d notice 
that. Then, worst of all, he used her own 
street, one day when there was a crash 


politeness the two had been showing 
each other. “I suppose you found the 
phone out of order? It was very good of 
you to be concerned about me, but you 
could just have sent them,” and he 
waved a hand at us. ‘You could hire it 
done, you know; you needn’t have risked 
your own neck,” 

“*] didn’t hire them to come with me,” 
Maggie said softly. “They came because 
they love me. And, Paul,” she said, still 
shining, “and, Paul, my mother loved 
me—and she loved my father!” 

“Yes?” said Paul, and his tone said, 
“And what’s so unusual about that?” 
She took his hand. 

“Come here,” she said, and pulled 
him through the door. “Is that how I 
look to you?” 

“Well,” he said slowly, and we held 
our breaths to listen, “it’s the way you 
look sometimes, and the way I like you 

but I could hardly say so for fear you 
might think I begrudged you the expen- 
sive clothes and beauty parlor curls, not 
being able to pay for them myself.” 

“Oh, Paul!’ Maggie was laughing and 
crying too, and her hard little shell was 
shattered the way the porch would be 
in another minute. “I’ve just now 
learned that you love me.” 

“Love you!” he yelled, and we 
jumped. ‘Why else would I stick 
around this long and you tiring of me 
and trying to hand me over to Helen like 
your cast-off clothes? If I didn’t love 
you so I couldn’t leave you, would | let 
you trample my self-respect into the 
ground? Would I go on staying in 
that—that—” 

“Gilded cage?” Maggie giggled. And 
then she said, ““You’re hurting me, but 
it doesn’t matter. You can shake me 
all you like, but kiss me now, darling.” 

“We've got to get out of here, you 
lovely little half-wit,” said he. “I’ve 
got to get my pictures and stuff out to 
the car, especially Maggie My Love 
to hang in the library. I think the wind’s 
going down, but the ice may crush the 
front walls before it stops, even so. 
However,” he added, “I will take time 
out, to tell you what you used to ask 
me, seeing you haven’t the brains to see 
for yourself!” 

“No,” said Maggie, “never mind. 
Just go on talking like a husband, 
darling.” 

But for a minute there was no sound 
at all. 


in it. It’s only supposition, but I think 
she must have seen him.” 

Quentin nodded. “‘And what put you 
on to it, bub?” 

“Just that I used to know Archer. He 
was a natural-born crook, and he 
worked in telephone labs for years, 
mostly on filter circuits, so he knew how 
to build such a gadget. And then, of 
course, I recognized his voice when he 
surprised me up at the flat.”’ 

Dick Holmes looked glum. “It was 
nice work, Bell, but where will I ever 
get another one?” 

The Darrell brothers looked at him 
coldly. ‘‘There’s gratitude for you,” 
said Quentin. 

“The air is full of commentators,” 
said Bellamy. # 


BACKYARD INTO GARDEN Chatelaine Service Bulletin No. 301. 


Here's practical help for the average gardener. Preparing the soil . . . the 


flower border . . 


. making a beatuiful lawn. . 


. planting rules . . . bedding 


plants .. . easy to grow annuals . . . the perennial border. 
Price, 15 cents. Order by number from: 
Chatelaine Service Bulletin Dept., 481 University Ave., Toronto, Ont. 
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During those hours of childbirth and in the days that follow, 
doctors and nurses are never off guard against the risks of septic 


infection. To-day, in Canada’s leading 
maternity hospitals, the doctors and the 
nurses have chosen a new weapon to pro- 
tect their patients and themselves from 
the risks of septic infection. They use 
‘Dettol’, the modern antiseptic. 


At no time are the qualities of an anti- 
septic—its dependability and safety — 
more searchingly tested than in the con- 
duct of labour. ‘Dettol’ has won the trust 
and confidence of doctors and nurses be- 
cause it combines in a remarkable degree 
the properties of high germicidal strength 
and gentleness on sensitive tissue. In your 
own home ‘Dettol’ is the safe way to 
safety from infection. 
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THE REASONS 


why ‘Dettol’ is now being 
used in more and more 
of the leading hospitals in 
Canada. 


1 ‘Dertol’ is a ruthless killer 
of the germs that cause so 
many septic infections. 


2 ‘Dertrol’ is non-toxic— 
non-poisonous. (Important in 
homes where there are young 
children). 


3 ‘Dertol’ is effective in the 
presence of blood and pus. 


4 ‘Dettol’ is kind and gentle 
to human tissues. 


S$ ‘Dertol’ is safe: so safe 
that it could, in emergency, 
be used even in the dark. 


6 ‘Derrol’ does not stain 
either linen or the skin. 


7 ‘Dettol” is deodorant, 
pleasant, agreeable: admirably 
suited for use in feminine 
hygiene. 


Do as the hospitals do, keep 
‘Dettol’ handy and use it 
promptly whenever infection 
threatens, 


OL 


MODERN ANTISEPTIC 


RECKITT & COLMAN (CANADA) LIMITED, PHARMACEUTICAL DIVISION, MONTREAL G.18 
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E. T. CORSET 
ensues smarter 
tines fer the 
larger woman 


Lilyelle™ bra has comfortable 


reinforced straps, offers correct 
support for medium bust (32 - 38) 
or full bust (36 - 44). (Style No. 


5003) 


Le Deesse front-lacing corset 
combines the beauty of fine 
brocade material with the extra 
control of well-designed boning, 


and elastic inserts. Elastic laces add 


to its comfort. (Style No. 6018). 


CORSET 


COMPANY LIMITED 


Makers of fine garments since 1880 
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@ Singer teaches you all the fine points 
from adjusting patterns to setting sleeves. 
Singer’s Illustrated Dressmaking Guide is 
a complete home reference book. Only 25¢. 


~*~ 
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Susie’ s going back to school in style—thanks to the Singer Sewing Center! 


the nimble know-how of cutting and fitting, sewing and 
finishing with all the sure-handed skill of an expert. 

$1.50 a lesson is all it costs—8 lessons for $10. (You'll 
save enough on the first dress or two you make to pay for 
the whole course!) 

So why not hustle down to Singer and start that back- 
to school wardrobe today? 


What mother doesn’t want to wave her little girl off to 
school gaily ruffled or skirted or suited in the latest junior 
fashions? 

And what mother isn’t doubly proud when she can say, 


“I made them for her myself!” @ The Zigragger stitches on lace and appli- 


If y Lneadl . a dl d qués oh-so-smoothly, oh-so-fast! One of 
you can thread a sewing machine needle, you can do cai tnepeeibeusieaniadieenlaiin 
hand sewing, insure professional results. 


it! A few lessons at the Singer Sewing Center will teach you 


9 Peasant banding, bright braids, dainty 
lace for a little girl’s slip—Singer offers 


@ A blessing for pressing ruffles, sleeves, 
baby clothes, fine pieces. Singer’s light- 
weight folding iron. Fabric dial, fine wedge 


@ Look! Buttons to mateh—covered by 
Singe:. Buttonholes by Singer, too. Many 
othe: skillful services—making belts, hem- 


@ Sewing bucket in gay chintz and other 
attractive fabrics. Removable tray, 
roomy base, $4.25 unfitted. Also a wide 
variety of other sewing boxes and notions. 


you all the trimmings. All washable, 


fast-color, inexpensive. Take a look today! stitching, picoting—all yours for a song! 


point, zipper carrying case. Only $9.75. 
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FOR YOUR PROTECTION! 
Singer sells its machines only through ATT : 
Singer Sewing Centers, identified by 
the Red “S” on the window, and 
never through department stores or 
other outlets. 
Check address of your local Singer Shop in 
phone book. Singer Sewing Machine Company. 
cmb 


Here’s the Singer Sewing Center at 133 
Richelieu Street, St. Johns, Quebec. Hun- 
dreds more from coast to coast. There’s 
one near you! 


® See how light it is—the Singer feather- 
weight portable! Smooth-running, easy- 
stitching, super-dependable. No wonder 
Singer is first choice with women who sew! 


SINGER SEWING CENTERS 


THERE’S ONE NEAR YOU TO SERVE YOU 


Copyright U.8.A., 1947, by The Singer Manufacturing Ce. Al) ‘ghts reserved fer a!) countries 
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CLEANSER 


Old Dutch Cleanser 
saves TIME ann WORK 


Some speed, eh Sis? 
Yipe— Mom’s coming! “When Minutes 
Count” is NOW. And that’ s when Old Dutch 
Cleanser’s speed pays off best, eh Sis? For 
look! You're making that tub sparkle like a 
jewel in double-quick time—and you don’t 
have to rub hard, either. And no wonder — 
for Old Dutch was proved fastest and easiest 


by test. Why—that tub will be so shining clean 

she'll forgive all! 
Magic? Nope—grease dissolver! 

You see, kids, Old Dutch dissolves grease 

like magic. Not only that, famous Seismotite 

in Old Dutch removes dirt with amazing 

speed. *That’s why in 4,205 tests made on 


soiled, greasy porcelain — tests comparing 


when Mom sees it, 


Canada’s Favorite Cleanser 


FASTEST, EASIEST, SAFEST! 


TH SEismorité 


cleansers widely known in the U. S. and 
Canada — Old Dutch was fastest, easiest. 
More Moms oughta ase it! 

In your bathroom and kitchen cleaning jobs 
— especially when minutes count — see how 
much time, actual rabbing Old Dutch saves! 
Note, too, Old Dutch is wonderfully safe — 
tests proved it! And it’s easy on the hands. 


Made in Canada 
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